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PREFACE. 



•*« 



Tax Editor has long conriderdd the attempt 
here made, to embody the most popular English 
and Scottish Ballads in one collection, patent, 
and accessible to every body, as a great destdera- 
tunu 

To the loyers of poetry, no species of it is more 
interesting than the Ballad and Legendary Tale : 
we are familiar with the style from our infancy, 
and the rhymes of the most popular among them 
are dear to us as household words. Who does 
not recollect,' with emotions of pleasure^ The Babes, 
or ihe ChUdreth in the Wood f or, to speak of a still 
more modem production, who does not regard 
with sentiments of friendly affection that worthy 
citisen, JoAn Gilpin f Manyvaluable original pieces, 
never before published, will be found in the volume 
—to the authors of these the Editor has to acknow- 
ledge himself much indited ; and of the author 
of Glengonar*8 Wauaii, in particular, he may say, 
that if he had devoted much of his attention to 
Poetry, he would have ranked with the great 
Poets of <Nir country. 
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Among the Scottish Ballads and' Tales, many 
interesting pieces will be found, such as Hardy- 
knutCt Gil Morrice, &c. ; and the Editor trusts, that 
the Collection altogether will be found not un- 
worthy of a favourable reception fW>m the Public. 

J- 

Edinburgh, 19th May 1824. 
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THE CHILDREN IN THE W.OOD. 
ANOKTMOUS. 

Now ponder well, you parents dear, 

The words which 1 shall write ; 
A doleful story you shall hear, 

In time brought forth to light. 
A gentleman of good account 

In Norfolk liv'd of late. 
Whose wealth and riches did sunnount 

Most men of his estate. 

Sore sick he wa8» and like to die ; 

No help that he could haye; 
His wife by him as sick did lie, 

And both possess'd one grave. 
No love between these two was lost» 

Each was to other kind ; 
In love they liv*d, in love they died. 

And loA two babes behind. 

A 
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The oDe a fine and pretty boy, 

Not passing three years old ; 
The other, a girl more young than be. 

And made in beauty's mould. 
The faAer left bis little son, 

As plainly doth appear. 
When he to perfect age should oome. 

Three hundred pounds a-year. 

And to bis little daughter Jane 

Five hundred pounds in gold. 
To be paid down on marriage-day, 

Which might not be controU*d. 
But if the children chance to die 

Ere they to age should come, * 
Their uncle should possess their wealth ; 

For so the will did run. 

Now, brother, (said the dying man), 

Look to my children dear, — 
Be good unto my boy and girl, 

No friends else I have here : 
To God and you I do commend 

My children night and day ; 
But little while, be sure, we have 

Within this world to stay. 

You must be father and mother both, 

And uncle all in one ; 
God knows what will become of them 

When I am dead and gone ! 
With that bespake their mother dear, 

O brother kind, (quoth she), 
Tou are the man must bring our babes 

To wealth or misery. 

And if you keep them carefully. 
Then God will you reward; 



If otherwise you teeiii to daal, 

God will yiMir deeds regitfd. 
With Ups «s cold as any ttoo«, 

She kiss'd her chtldi«n small,— 
God bless you both, my children dear ; 

With that the tean did fell. 

These speeches then their brother spoke 

To this sick couple there** 
The keqping of your children dear. 

Sweet sister, do not fear. 
God never prosper me nor mine. 

Nor aught else that I hare, 
If I do wrong your children dear 

When you're laid in the grave. 

Their parents being dead and gone^ 

The children thence he takes^ 
Apd brings them home unto his house. 

And much of«them he makes. 
He had not kept these pretty babes 

A twelvemonth and a day. 
But for their wealth he did devise 

To make them bo$h away* 

He bargained with two ruffians rude^ 

Which were of furious mood, 
That they should take the diildren young. 

And slay them in a wood. 
He told his wife, and all he had, 

He did the children send 
To be brought up in fair London, 

Witbjone that was bis j&iend. 

Away then went these pretty babes, 

Rejoicing at that tide,—- > 
Hejoicing with a merry mind 

Xhey should on cock-horse ride* 
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They prate and prattle pleasantfy. 

As they rode on the wty, 
To those that should their butchers be 

And work their lives* decay. 

So that the pretty speeeli they bad 

Made murderers* hearts relent ; 
And they that undertook the deed 

Full sore they did repent. 
Yet one of them, more hard of heart. 

Did vow to do his charge ; 
Because the wretch that hired him 

Had paid him very large. 

The other would not agree thereto^ 

So here they fell at strife ; 
With one another they did fight 

About the children's life. 
And he that was of mildest mood r 

Did slay the other there, 
Within an unfrequented wood, 

While babes did quake with fear* 

He took the children by the hand, 

When tears stood in their eye, 
And bade them come and go with him. 

And look they did not ay. 
And two long miles he led them on, 

While they for food complain ; 
Stay here, (quoth he), 1*11 bring you bread 

When I do come again. 

These pretty babes, with, hand in hand, 
Went wandering up and down. 

But never more they saw the man 
Approaching from the town. 

Their pretty lips with blackberries 
Were all besmear*d and dyed ; 
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And wh^ tii«y saw the darksome ni^t, 
They sate them down and cried. 

Thus waader*d these two pretty babes 

Till death did end their grief,-* 
In one another':) arms they died, 

As babes wanting relief. 
No burial .these pretty babes 

Of any man receives. 
Till Robin-red-breast, painfully, 

Did cover them with leaves. 

And now the htovy wrath of Grod 

Upon their uncle fell ; 
Yea, fearful fiends did haunt his house, 

His conscience felt an hell : 
His barns were fir'd—- his goods consumed,- 

His lands were barren made,— 
His cattle died within the field, 

And nothing with him stayed. 

And in the voyage to Portugal 

Two of his sons did die ; 
And, to conclude, himself was brought 

To extreme misery : 
He pawn*d and moitgag*d all his land 

Ere seven years came about. 
And now at length this wicked act 

Did iiy this means come out 

The fellow that did take in hand 

These children for to kill, 
Was for a robbery judg*d to die, 

As was God*s blessed will ; 
Who did confess the very truth, 

Tl\6 which is here expressM : 
Their uncl^ died while he for debt 

In prison long did rest. 



THE CCnaON-PLACB BOOK 

All yov tlMl be execnton made^ 

And overseers ekc^ 
Of children that be fatherless, 

And infants mild and meek ; 
Take you eaample by this things 

And yidd to each his right. 
Lest God, with soeh like misery. 

Your wicked minds reqoite. 



CHEYT-CHASS. 

ANOMTIIOUS. 

God prosper long our noble king, 

Our lives and safeties all, 
A woeful bunting once there did 

In Chevy-Chase befall.— 

To drive the deer with hound and horn 

Earl Percy took his way, 
The child may rue that is unborn 

The hunting of that day. 

The stout Earl of Northumberland 

A vow to God did make, 
His pleasure in the Scottish woods 

Three summer days to take;— 

The chiefest harts in Chevy- Chase 

To kill and bear away. 
The tidings to Earl Douglas came, 

In Scotland where he lay ; 

Who sent Earl Percy present word, 
He would prevent his sport* 
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Hie Engliah Earl, not feariog ^b, 
, Did to the woods rtsort, 

With Gfteen hundred bow^men bold, 

All chosen men of might, 
Who knew full well, in time of need, 

To aim their abafts aright 

The gallant gteyfaounds quickly ran. 

To chase the fallow-deer ; 
On Monday they began to hua^ 

Ere day-light did appear ; 

And long before high noon they bad 
An hundred fat bucks slun. 

Then having dln*d, the drovers went 
To rouse them up again. 

The bow-men muster'd an the hills, 

Well able to endure ; 
Their every side with special care, 

That day were guarded isure. 

The hounds ran swiftly thro' the woods 

The nimble deer to take, 
And with their cries the bills and dales 

An echo shrill did make. 

Lord Percy to the quarry went, 

To view the tender deer ; 
Quotb he^ Earl Douglas promised 

This day to meet me here. 

But if I thought he would not come. 

No longer would I stay. 
With that a brav* young genUeman ' 

Thus to the Earl did say. 
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Lo ! yonder doth Earl Douglas come, 
His men in armour bright; 

Full twenty hundred Scottish spears 
All marching in our sight ; 

All men of pleasant Tivydale, 

Fast by the river Tweed. 
Then cease your sport, Earl Percy said. 

And take your bows with speed : 

And now with me, my countrymen, 
Your courage forth advance ; 

For never was there champion yet, 
In Scotland or in France, 

That ever did on horseback come^ 

But, if my hap it were, 
I durst encounter, man for man, 

With him to break a spear. 

Earl Douglas on a milk-white steed, 

Most like a baron bold. 
Rode foremost of bis company. 

Whose armour shone like gold : 

Shew me, said he, whose men ye be 

That hunt so boldly here. 
That, without my consent, do chase 

And kill my fallow-deer? 

The man that first did answer mdce 

Was noble Percy he ; 
Who said, we list not to declare. 

Nor shew whose men we be : 

Yet we will spend our dearest blood. 
Thy chiefest harts to slay. 



X1i«B Popglas swore a aolemn oatb, 
And thus in rage did say : 

Ere thus I will out-braved bci 

One of us two shall die ; 
I know thee well, an Earl thou art. 

Lord Percy ; so am L 

But trust me, Percy, pity it were, 

And great offence, to kill 
Any of these our harmless men. 

For they have done no iU. 

Let thou and I the battle try. 

And set our men aside. 
Aocurs'd be he, Lo«d Percy said. 

By whom this is denied. 

Then stept a gallant esquire forth, 
Witheriugton was his name, 

"Who said, I would not have it told 
To Henry our king for shame, 

That e'er my captain fought on fooi, 

And I stood looking on : 
Y^iu be two Earls, said Withecington, 

And I a squire alone; 

1*11 do the best that do I may 
While I have strength to stand ; 

While I have power to wicdd my sword 
ril fight with heart and hand. 

Our English archem bent their bows, 
Their hearts were good and true ; 

At. the first flight of arrows sent, 
Full threesQore Soota ikej slew* 
A3 
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To drive the deer with hound and borD|* 
Earl Douglas had the bent *. 

Two captains, mov*d with mickle pride, 
Their sprars to shiTers sent. 

They clos*d full fast on every side, * 
No slackness there was ipund ; 

And many a gallant gentleman 
Lay gasping on the ground. 

O dread > It was a grief to see, 

And likewise for to hear 
The cries of men lying in their gore. 

And scattered here and there. 

At last these two stout Earls did meet,'- 
Like captains of great might ; • 

Like lions wood, they laid on load. 
And made a cruel fight. 

They fought until they both did sweat, 
With swords of tempered ^teel ; 

Until the blood, like drops of rain, 
Tbey trickling down did feel. 

Yield thee, Lord Percy, Douglas said,— 

In faith I will thee bring 
Where thou ^alt high advanced be 

By James, our Scottuh king. 

Thy ransom I will freely give. 

And thus report of thee, • 
Thou art the most courageous knight 

That ever I did see. 

No, Douglas, quoth Earl Percy then, '. 
Thy proffer I do scorn ; 
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I will not yield to any Soot 
That ever yet was born. 

With that there came an arrow keen 

Out of an English bow, 
Which struck £arl Douglas to the heart 

A .deep and deadly blow ; 

Who never i|^e more words than these, 
" Fight on, my merry men all ; 

'* For why, my life is at an end-^ 
** Lord Perc^ sees me fall." 

Then leaving life, Earl Percy took 

The dead man by the hand. 
And said, Earl Douglas, for thy, life 

Would I bfid lost my land { 

O dread J my very heart doth bleed 

With sorrow for thy sake ; 
For sure a' more retfowned knight 

Mischance did never take. 

A knight funong the Scots there was 

Who saw Earl Douglas die, 
Who straight in wrath did vow revenge 

Upon the Lord Percy. 

Sir Hugh Montgomery he was calKd, 

Who with a spear most bright. 
Well mounted on a gallant steed, 

Ran fiercely through the fight. 

And pi^st the Eng^b archers all> 

Withouten dread or fear, 
And through Earl Percy's body then 

He thrust,hls hateful spear. 
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With sncfa ft vdwiBCBt fiwn sad iiii|^ 

He did bb body gofc. 
The spear went tfinmgh the other side 

A 



So Ifaot did both these nobles die, 



An English aichcr then poveiv'd 
The noble £url 



He had a bow bent in his hand|, 

Made of a trartj tine ; 
An arrow of a doth-yard hmg 

Up ft> tha bead drew he: 

Against Sir Hugh Hoatgomcry 

So ri|^C the shaft be se^ 
The grey goose-wing that was thereon 

la his heart's blood 



This i^t £d Uttt from break of day 

Till setting of the sun ; 
For nHien they rung the ereniog bell 

The battle scarce wa* done. 

Whh brave Earl Percy there was shun 

Sir John of Ogerton, 
Sir Robert Ratcliffe, and Sir John, 

Sir Janes that bold baroo. 

And with Sir George, and stout Sir James, 

Both knigfots of good aceount^ 
Good Sir Ralph Raby there was slain. 

Whose prowess did sumMNint. 

For WiCherington needs mofit I wail 
As one in dcdeful dumps^ 
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For wben his legs were smitten ofF, 
He fought upon his stumps. 

And with Earl Douglas there was slauiy 

Sir Hugh Montgomery, 
Sir Charles Currel, that from the field 

Qne foot would never flee ; 

Sir Charles Mnrrel of Rateltffe^ too, 

His sister's son was he ; 
Sir David Lamb so well esteem'd, 

Yet saved could not be ; 

And the Xiord. Maxwell, in like case, 

Did with Earl Douglas die. 
Of twenty hundred Scottish spean^ 

Scarce twenty.five did fly. 

Of fifteen hundred English men. 

Went home but fifty-three; 
The rest were slain in Chevy-Chase, 

Under the greenwood tree. 

Next day did many widows come. 

Their husbands to bewail ; 
They wash*d their wounds in brinish tears. 

But all would not prevail. 

Their bodies batfa'd in purple gore, 

They bare with them away. 
They kissed them dead a thousand times, 

When they were clad in clay. 

This news was brought to Edinburgh, 
Where Scotland's king did reign, 

That brave Earl Douglas suddenly 
Was with an arrow slain. 
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heavy news» king James did say, 
Scotland can witness be, 

1 have not any captain more 
Of such account as he. 

Like tidings to king Henry came, 

Within as short a space. 
That Percy of Northumberland 

Was slain in Chevy-Chase. 

Now God be with him, said our king, 

Sith it will no better be ; 
I trust I have within my realm 

Five hundred as good as he. 

Yet shall not Scots nor Scotland say, 

But I will vengeance take ; 
1*11 be revenged on them all, 

For brave Earl Percy's sake. 

This vow full well the king performed 

After, on Humbledown,— 
In one day fifty knights were slain, 

With lords of great renown ; 

And of the rest, of small account. 

Did many thousands die: 
Thus ended the Hunting of Chevy-Chase, 

Made by the Earl Percy. 

Crod save the king, and bless this land, 

In plenty, joy, and peace ; 
And grant henceforth that foul debate, 

'Twixt noblemen may cease. 
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WILLIAM AND MARGARET. 

MAIXET. 

*TwA8 at the silent solemn hour, 
When night and morning meet, 

In glided Margaret's grimly ghost. 
And stood at William's feet. 

Her face was like an April morn 

Clad in a wintry cloud. 
And clay cold was her lily band 

That held her sable shroud. 

So shall the direst face appear, 
When youth and years are flown ; 

Such is the robe that kings must wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom was like the springing flower 

That sips the silver dew; 
The rose was budded in her cheek, 

Just opening to the view. 

But loTe bad, like the canker-worm, 

Consumed her early prime : 
The rose grew pale, and left her cheek ; 

She died before her time. 

Awake ! (she cried) thy true love calls. 
Come from her midnight grave ; 

Now let thy pity hear the maid 
Thy love refu8*d to save. 
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This is the dumb and dreary hour 
When iojur*d ghosts coxoplaio, 

When yawning graves give up their dead 
To haunt the faithless swain. 

Bethink thee, William ! of thy fault. 
Thy pledge and t)roken oath ; 

And give me back my maiden vow, 
And give me back my troth. 

Why did you promise love to .me» 

And not that promise keep ? 
Why did you swear my eyes were bright. 

Yet leave those eyes to wec|>? 

How could you say my face was fiiir, 

And yet that face forsake ? 
How could you win my virgin h^ut. 

Yet leave that heart to break ? 

Why did you say my lip was sweety 

And made the scarlet pale ? 
And why did I, young witless maid ! 

Believe the flattering tale? 

That face, alas ! no more is fair, 

Those lips no longer red ! 
Dark are my eyes, now clos'd in death, 

And every charm is fled. 

The hungry worm my sister is, 
^ This winding-sheet I wear ; 
And cold and weary lasts our nighty 
Till the last mom appear. 

But hark ! the cock has wam*d me henoe; 
A long and late adieu ! 
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Come see, false man ! bow low-sbe Ges 
Who died for love of you. 

The lark sung loud, the morning smil'd 

With beams of rosy red ; 
Pale William quak'd in every limb. 

And, raving, left his bed. 

He hied him to the fatal place 

Where Margaret's body lay. 
And stretch'd him on the green grass turf « 

That wrapt her breathless clay. 

And thrice he ca11*d on Margaret*» name^ 

And thrice he wept full sore ; 
Then laid bis cheek to her oold grave^ 

And word spake never more. 



LORD THOMAS AND FAIR ELEANOR. 

ANONYMOUS. 

Lord Thomas he was a bold forester^ 

A|kI a chaser of the king^s deer ; 
Fair Eleanor was a fine woman, - " 

And Lord Thomas he loved her dear. 

Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, (he said), 

And riddle us both as one; 
Whether I shall niarry with fair Eleanor, 

And let the brown giri alone ? 

The brown girl she has got houses and lands, 
Fair Eleanor she has got none. 
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Therefore I 6turgB thee, on my bleanog, 
To bring me the brown girl home. 

And as it befell on a high h<diday. 

As many did more beside, 
liOrd Thomas he went to fair Eleanor, 

Hiat should ha^e been his bride. 

But when he came to fair Eleanor's bower 

He knocked there at the ring; 
But who was so ready as fair Eleanor 

To let Lord Thomas within. 

What news, what news, Lord Thomas, (the said), 
What news hast thou brought unto me? 

I am come lo bid thee to my wedding. 
And that is bad news for thee. 

O, God forbid, Lord Thomas, (she said). 
That such a thing should be done ; 

I thought to have been thy bride my own self, 
And you to have been the bridegroom. 

'Come riddle my riddle, dear mother, (she said), 

And riddle it all in one ; 
Whether I shall go to Lord Thomas's wedding, 

Or whether I shall tarry at home. 

lliere's many that are your friends, daughter, 

And many that are your foe; 
Therefore J charge you, on my blessing. 

To Lord Thomas's wedding don't go. 

There's many that are my friends, mother. 

If a thousand more were my foe ; 
Betide my life, or betide my death. 

To Lord Thomas's wedding I'll go. 
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She dolh'd hendf in gallant attire^ 

And her merry men all in green ; 
And as they ride through every town, 

They took her to have been a qoeen. 

But when she came to Lord Thomas's gate^ 

She knocked there at the ring ; 
Bat who was so ready as Lord Thomas, 

To let fair Eleanor in. 

Is this your bride ? (fair Ellen she said) ; 

Methinks she looks wondrous brown : 
You might have had as fair a woman 

As ever trod on the ground. 

Deapbe ber not, fiur Ellen, (he said), 

IJespise her not unto me, 
For better I love thy little finger. 

Than all her whole body. 

This brown bride had a little penknife^ 

That was both long and sharp. 
And betwixt the short ribs and the long 

She prick'd faur Eleanor to the heart. 

Oh ! Christ now save thee, (Lord -Thomas, be said), 
Methinks thou look*st wondrous wan. 

Thou wast used for to look with as fresh a colour 
As ever the aun shined on. 

O ! art thou blind, Lord Thomas? (she said) ; 

Or canst thou not very well see ? 
Oh ! dost thou not see my own heart's blood 

Runs trickling down my knee? 

Laid Thomas he bad a sword by bis side, 
As he walked about the hall ; 
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He cut off his bride's head from her 8boaIden> 
And he threw it against the wall. 

He set the hilt against the ground, 

And the point against his heart ; 
There was never three lovers that ever met 

More sooner they did depart. 



THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP. 

THOMAS MOORE, ESQ. 

Thet tell of a young man who lost his mind 
upon the death of a girl he loved, and who sud. 
denly disappearing from his friends, was never 
afterwards heard of. As he had frequently said 
in his ravings that the girl was not dead, but gone 
to the Dismal Swamp, it is supposed he had wan- 
dered into that dreary wilderness, and bad died of 
hunger, or been lost in some of its dreadful mo- 
rasses. Anonymous. *' La Poem a ses wumstres 
comme la nature **—Ty Kjjsmvekt, 

'< They made her a grave too cold and damp 

For a soul so warm and true ; 
And she's gone to the Lake of the Dismal SwBmp>* 
Where all night long, by a fire-fly lamp, 

She paddles her white canoe. 

And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see, 
And her paddle I soon shall hear ; 

« The ffreat Dismal Swamp is ten or twelve miles distant 
Jhrom Norfolk, in North America ; and the lake in the nuddle 
of it (about seven miles long) is called Drummond^ IffOaA, . 
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Long and loriog our life shall be, 
And I'll hide the maid in a cypreis tree, 
When the footstep of death n near !*' 

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds, 

His path was ragged and sore, 
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds, 
Through many a fen, where the serpent feeds. 

And man never, trod before ! 

And when on the earth he sunk to sleep, 

If slumber his eye-Kds knew, 
He lay, where the deadly vine doth weep 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steep 

The flesh with blistering dew \ 

And near him the she^wolf 8tirr*d the brake, 
And the copper-snake breath'd in his ear. 
Till he, starting, cried, from bis dream awake, 
** Oh when shidl I see the dusky Lake, 
And the white canoe of my dear ?** 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor bright 

Quick over its surface play'd— 
" Welconie," he said, " my dear-one*s light !*' 
And the dim shore echoed for many a night 

The name of the deatbrcold maid ! 

Till he faollow*d a boat of the birchen bark. 

Which carried him off from shore ; 
3P^r he foUow'd the meteor-spark— 
Tlje wind was high, and the clouds were dark. 
And the boat return*d no more ! 

But oft, from the Indian hunter's camp, 
This lover, and maid so true, 
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Are seen, at the hour of midn^^t dxiaipf 
To cross the Lake by a fire-fly lamp, 
And paddle their white canoe ! 



THE CASTAWAY SHIP.* 

MOllTGOMXaT. 

A ▼Bssai saird from Albion's ahore^ 

To utmost India bound ; 
Its crest a heroes pendant bore, 

With broad sea-laurels crown'd 
In many a fierce and noble figbt. 
Though foird on that Egyptian night. 

When Gallia's host was drown'd. 
And NxLsoM o*«r his country's foes 
Like the destroying angel rose. 

A gay and gallant company, 

With shouts that rend the air, 
For warrior-wreaths upon the sea 

Their joyful brows prepare; 
But many a maiden's sigh was sent, 
And many a moUier's blessing went, 

And many a father's prayer, 
With that exulting ship to sea. 
With that undaunted company. 

« The subject of tbis beautifbl poem was tnggesCed by the 
loM of the BleDheim, commanded by Sir Tboaaa lYowbri^^ ' 
which was separated f^om the vessels under its convoy, iur. 
Ing a storm in the Indian Ocean. Hie Admiralls son after- 
wards made a voyage, witliout success, in search of his fa- 
ther. Trowbridge was one of Nelson's capt^Jis at the battie 
of the Nile ; but his ship unfortunately ran aground as he 
was l)earing down on the enemy. 
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The deepi that, Vke a 4inidled diHd, 

In breathing slumber ky. 
More warmly blush*d, more sweetly smiled, 

As rose the kindling day : 
Through ocean's mirror, dark and dear, 
Reflecting clouds and skies appaat 

In morning's rich array ( ^ 
The land is lost, the waters glow, 
'Tis heayen, above, around, below. 

Majestic o*er the sparkling tide 

See the tall vessel sail, 
With swelling wings, in shadowy pride, 

A swan before ^ gale ! 
Deep laden merchants rode behind ; 
But fearful of the fickle wind, 
' Britannia's cheek grew pale, 
When, lessening through the iood of light, 
Their leader vanished from her sight. 

Oft had she hail'd its trophied prow, 

Victorious from the war. 
And banner*d masts that would not bow. 

Though rivea with many a sQur. 
Oft had her oaks their .tribute brought 
To rib its flanks, with thunder fraught ; 

But late her evil star 
Had cursed it on its homeward way^^ 
The spoiler shall become the prey. 

Thus warn*d, Britannia's anxious heart 

Throbb'd with prophetic woe, 
When she beheld that ship depart, 

A fair Hl-omen'd show. 
So views the mother, through her tears. 
The daughter of her hopes and fears. 

When hectic beauties glow 
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On the Ml cheekfl, «rhere sweetly bloam 
The roses of an early tombb 

No fears the breve adventurers knew, 
Peril and death they spam*d ; 

Like full-fledg*d eagles forth they flew, 
Jove*s birds, that proudly bum*d 

In battle hurricanes to wield 

His lightnings on the billowy field ; 
And many a look they tum*d 

O'er the blue waste of waves, to spy 

A Gallic ensign in the sky. 

But not to crush the vaunting foe 

In combat on the main. 
Nor perish by a glorious blow. 

In mortal triumph sImu, 
Was their unutterable fate.— 
That story, would the muse relate, 

The song might rise in vain ; 
In ocean's deepest, darkest bed, 
The secret slumbers with the dead. 

On India's long expecting strand 

Their sails were never furl'd ; 
Never, on known nor friendly land. 

By storms their keel was hurl'd : 
Their native soil no more they trod, 
They rest beneath no hallow'd sod ; 

Throughout the living world, 
This sole memorial of their lot 
Remains,— they werCf and they are not. 

The Spirit of the Cape* pursued 
Their long and toilsome way ; 

« The Cape of Good Uoge, fonnerly called the Cape of 
Siorms.-'See Camoem^ Lusiaa, book v. 
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At length in ocean lolitude 

He sprang upon his prey ; 
Havoc ! the shipwreck demon cried, 
Loos'd all his tempests on the tide, 

Gave all his lightnings play ! 
The abyss recoil'd before the blast ; 
Firm stood the seamen to the last. 

Like shooting stars, athwart the gloom 

The merchant sails were sped ; 
Yet oft, before its midnight doom, 

They mark'd the high mast-head 
Of that devoted vessel, tost 
By winds and floods, now seen, now lost, 

While every gun-fire spread 
A dimmer flash, a fainter roar ;i— 
At length they saw, they heard no more. 

There are to whom that ship was deer. 

For love and kindred's sake ; 
When these the voice of rumour hear, 

Their inmost heart shall quake,-- 
Shall doubt, and fear, and wish, and grieve, 
Believe, and long to unbelieve. 

But never cease to ache; 
Still doom*d, in sad suspense, to bear 
The hope that keeps alive despair. 



THE SEVEN SISTERS. 

WOKDSWO&TH. 

Sevkk daughters bad Lord Archibald, 
All children of one mother : 
B 
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I could not flay in one riiort day 
What love they bove each other. 

A garland of seven lilies wrought ! 
Seven sistera that together dwell ; 

But he, bold knight as ever fbugfat» 

Their &tfaer, took of them no diougfat, 
He lov*d the wars so well. 

Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, 

The BoUtttde of Binnorie ! 

Fresh blows the wind, a western wind ; 

And from the shores of Oin, 
Across the wave, a rover brave 

To Binnorie is steering : 
Right onward to the Scottish strand ^ 

The gallant ship is borne ; 
The warriors leap upon the land« 
And hark ! the leader of the band 

Hath blown his bngle-hom. 
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, 
The solitude of Binnorie ! 

Beside a grotto of their own> 

With iMughs above them closing. 
The seven are laid, and in the shade 

They lie like fawns reposing ; 
But now upstarting with afiWght 

At noise of man and steed, 
Away they fly, to left, to right ;— 
Of your fair household, father knight, 

Methinks you take small heed ! 
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, 
The solitude of Binnorie ! 

Away the seven fair Campbells fly ; 
And over hill and hollow. 



i 
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With menace proud, and insult loud, 

The youthful rovers follow. 
Cried they, << Your father loves to roam, 

Enough for him to find 
The empty house, when he comes home ; 
For us your yellow ringlets comb, 

For us be fair and kind ! " 
Sing, moumfoUy, oh ! moumfally. 
The solitude of Binnorie ! 

Some clpse behind, some ride by ride, 

Like clouds in stormy weather, 
ITiey run, and cry, nay, let us die, 

And let us die together. 
A lake was near ; the shore was steep ; 

There never foot had been ; 
They ran, and with a desperate leap 
Together plung'd into the deep ; 

Nor ever more were seen. 
Sing, moum'ftilly, oh ! mournfully, 
The solitude of Binnorie ! 

The stream that flows out of the lake, 

As through the glen it rambles, 
Repeats a moan o*er moss and stone. 

For these seven lovely Campbells. 
Seven little islands, green and bare^ 

Have risen from out the deep : 
The fishers say, those sisters fiur 
By fairies are all buried there, 

And there together sleep. 
Sing, mournfully, oh ! mournfully, 
The solitude of Binnorie ! 
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THE SPIRIT^S BLASTED TREE. 

WA&UHGTOK. 

Throdoh Naniuiu*9 Chase, as Howel pass'd, 
A chief esteem*d both brave and kind ; 

Far distant borne, the stag-hound*s cry 
Came murmuring on the hollow wind. 

Starting, he bent an eager ear — 

How should the sounds return again ? 

His hounds lay wearied from the chase. 
And all at home his hunter train. 

Then sudden anger flash'd his eye, 
And deep revenge he vow'd to take. 

On that bold man, who dar*d to force 
His red deer from the forest brake. ' 

Unhappy chief ! would nought avail. 
No signs impress thy heart with fear — 

Thy lady*8 dark mysterious dream, 
Thy warning from the hoary seer? 

Three ravens gave the note of death, 

As through mid air they wing'd their way, i 

Then o*er his head, in rapid flight, 
They croak— 4hey scent their destin*d prey. 

Ill omen*d bird ! as legends say, 
Who hast the wondrous power to know. 

While health fills high the throbbing veins, 
The fated hour when blood must flow. 
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Blinded by rage, alone he pass'd, 
Nor sought his ready Tassals' aid : 

But what his fate lay long unknown, 
For many an anxious year delay'd. 

A peasant mark'd his angry eye. 

And saw him reach the lake's dark bourne, 
He saw him near a Blasted Oak, 

But never from that hour return. 

Three days pa8s*d o*er, no tidings came ; 

Where should the chief his steps delay ? 
With wild alarm the servants ran. 

Yet knew not where to point their way. 

His vassals rang*d the mountain's heiglit. 
The covert close, the wide spread plain ; 

But all in vain their eager search, 
They ne'er must see their lord again. 

Yet fancy, in a thousand shapes, 

Bore to his home the chief once more ; 

Some saw him on high Moel's top, 
Some saw him on the winding shore. 

With wonder fraught the tale went round. 
Amazement chain'd the hearer's tongue ; 

Each peasant felt his own sad loss, 
Yet fondly o'er the story hung. 

Oft by the moon's pale shadowy h'ght, 
His aged nurse, and steward grey. 

Would lean to catch the storied sounds, 
Or mark the flitting spirit stray. 

Pale lights on Cadez' rocks were seen. 
And midDight voices heard to moan ; 
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'Twas even Mid, the Blasted 0«k, 
Convulsive^ beav*d a hollow gma« 

, And to this day the peasant stilly 

With cautious fear, avoids the gnmod ; 
In each wild branch a 8pectve.seea^ 
And trembles at each rising grotuid. 

Ten annual suns bad bdd llieir oooia^ 
In summer's smile, or winter's storm ; 

Hie lady shed the widow*d tear. 
As oft she traced his manly fonn. 

Yet still to hope her heart would clings 

As o*er the mind illusions play ; 
Of travel fond, perhaps her lord 
« To distant lands had steer'd his way. 

*Twas now November's cbeedess hour, 
Which drenching rains and clouds deface ; 

Dreary bleak Robdl's tract appear'd. 
And dull and dark each vaUey*s space. 

Loud o*er the weir the howrse flood fallt 
And dash'd the foamy spray on hi^, 

The west wind bent the forest tQp% 
And angry fro.wn*d the evening sky. 

A stranger pass*d LlaneUtid's bourne. 
His dark grey steed with sweat besprent; 

Winch, wearied with the lei^hen'd way^ 
Could seajTcely gain the bill's ascent. 

The portal reach*d->4be iron beU 

Loud sounded round the outward wall ; 

Quick sprung the warder to the gate, 
To know what meant the cbun'roua calL 



« O ! lead me to your Udy flocm, 
Say it is my sad let to tell» 
To clear the fate of that brave knight 
She long has proT*d abe lov*d so welL" 

Then, as he cross'd the spacious ha]l, 
The menials look surprise and fear ; 

Still o'er his harp old Modred hung, 

And touoh'd the notes for grief's worn ear. 

The lady sat amidst her train ; 

A mellow'd sorrow mark'd her look : 
Then, asking what his mission meant, 

The graceful stranger sigh'd and ftp<^ : — 

** O could I spread one my of hope, 

One moment raise thy soul from woe, 
Gladly my tongue would tell its tale. 
My words «t eaoe unfetter'd flow ! 

" Now, lady) give attention due^ 
The story claims thy full belief: 
Even in the worst events of life, 
Suflpense remov'd is some relief. 

« Though worn by carei, see M«doc here. 
Great Glyndur's friend, thy kindred's foe; 
Ah, let his name no anger raise. 
For now that mi|^y chief lies low. 

** Even from the day« when cbain'd by fate, 
By wizard's dr^m, or potent spell. 
Lingering from sad Salopia's field. 
Reft of htff aidi the P<rcy fell : 

<< E'en from that day misfovtane still. 
As if for viol«ttfld £aUi, 
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Fursu*d him with unwearied step, 
Vindictive still for Hotspur's death. 

« Vanquish*d at length, the Glyndur fled 
VHiere winds the Wye her devious flood. 
To find a casual shelter there, 
In some lone cot, or desert wood. 

** Cloth'd in a shepherd's humble guise, 
He gain'd by toil his scanty bread ; 
He who had Cambria's sceptre borne, 
And her brave sons to glory led. 

** To penury extreme, and grief, 

The chieftain fell a lingering prey ; 
I heard his last few faltering words. 
Such as with pain I now convey :— 

** To Sele's sad widow bear the tale. 
Nor let our horrid secret rest ; 
Give but his corpse to sacred earth, 
Then may my parting soul be blest. 

** Dim wax'd the eye that fiercely shone^ 

And faint the tongue that proudly spoke ; 
And weak that arm still rais'd to me, 
Which oft had dealt the mortal stroke. 

** How could I then his mandate bear. 
Or how his last behest obey ? 
A rebel deem'd, with him I fled, 

With him I shunn'd the light of day. 

« Proscrib'd by Henry's hostile rage, 
My country lost, despoii'd my land. 
Desperate I fled my native soil. 

And fought on Syria's distant Istraad. 
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** O bad tby l<Mig lamented lord 

The holy croas and banner view*d, 
Died in tbe sacred cause, who fell 
Sad victim of a private feud ! 

*< Led by tbe ardour of tbe chase 

Fftr distant from bis own domain ; 
From where Garthmaelan spreads her shade, 
The Olyndur sought the opening plain. 

" With head aloft, and antlers wide^ 

A red buck rous*d then cross'd in view : 
Stung with the sight, and wild with rage, 
Swift-from the wood fierce Howel flew. 

** With bitter taunt, and keen reproach, 
He, -all impetuous, pour*d bis^/age, 
Revil'd the chief as weak in arms, 
And bade him loud the battle wage. 

** Gljrndur for once restrain'd his sword. 
And, still averse, tbe fight delays ; 
But 8often*d words, like oil to fire. 
Made anger more intensely blaze. 

« They fought, and doubtful long the fray ; 
The Glyndur gave the fatal wound ! 
Still mournful must my tale proceed. 
And its last aciall dreadful sound. 

" How could we hope for wished retreat. 
His eager vassals ranging wide ? 
His bloodhound's keen sagacious scent 
O'er many a trackless mountain tried ? 

^ I mark'd a broad and blasted oak, 

Scorch'd by the.Ughtning's livid glare, 

B3 
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Hollow its stem Irom branch to root^ 
And all its sbrivell'd arms were bare. 

'* Be this, I criedf his proper grave ! 

(The thought in me was deadly sin) ; 
Aloft we rais'd the hapless chief, 

And dropp*d his bleeding corpse within." 

A shriek from all the damsels burst. 
That pierc*d the vaulted roofs below ; 

While horror-struck the lady stood, 
A living form of sculptured woe. 

With stupid stare, and vacant gaze, 
Full on his face her eyes were cast ; 

Absorbed ! she lost her present grief, 
And faintly thought of things long past. 

Like wildfire o*er a mossy heath. 

The rumour through the hamlet ran ; 

The peasants crowd at morning dawn, 
To hear the tale, behold the man. 

He led them near the blasted oak. 

Then, conscious, from the scene withdrew ; 

The peasants work with trembling haste, 
And lay the whiten'd bones to view. > 

Back they recoil'd ! the right hand still. 
Contracted, grasp'd a rusty sword, 

Which erst in many a battle g]eam*d. 

And proudly deck*d their slaughtered lord. 

They bore the cross to Vener's shrine, 
With holy rites and prayers address*d ; 

Nine white-rob'd monks tlie last dirge sang^ 
And gave the angry spirit rest. 
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THB EMIGRANT. 

HON. HENKY SRSKIKE. 

Fast by the margin of a mossy rill. 
That wander'd, gurgling, down a heath-clad hill, 
An ancient shepherd stood, oppres8*d with woe. 
And eyed the ocean's flood that foam'd below ; 
Where, gently rocking on the rising tide, 
A ship's unwonted form was seen to ride : 
Unwonted, well I ween ; for ne'er before 
Had touch'd one keel the solitary shore. 
Nor had the swain's rude footsteps ever stray'cl 
Beyond the shelter of his native shade : 
His few remaining hairs were silver grey, 
And his rough face had seen a better day. 
Around him, bleating, stray'd a scanty flock, 
And a few goats o'erhung the neighbouring rock ; 
One futhful dog his sorrows seem'd to share. 
And strove, with many tricks, to ease his care ; 
While o'er his furrow'd cheeks the salt drops ran, 
He tun'd his rustic reed, and thus began :— - 

** Farewell ! Farewell ! dear Caledonia's strand, 
Rough though thou be, yet still my native land ! 
Ezil'd from thee, I seek a foreign shore, 
Friends, kindred, country, to behold no more. 
By hard oppression driven, my helpless age. 
That should ere now have left life's bustling stage. 
Is forc'd the ocean's boisterous breast to brave. 
In a far foreign land to seek a grave. 

'* And must I leave thee, then, my little cot ! 
Mine and my father's poor but happy lot, 
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Where I have passM in innocence away, 
Year after year, till age has tum'd me grey. 

** Thou dear companion of my happier life, 
Now to the grave gone down, my Tirtuous wife ! 
'Twas here you rear*d, with fond maternal pride^ 
Five comely sons ; three for their country died, 
Two still remain, sad remnant of the wan. 
Without one mark of honour, but their scan : 
They live to see their sire denied a grave 
To lands his much-lov*d children died to save. 
Yet still in peace and safety did we live, 
In peace and safety, more than wealth can git csp 
My two remaining boys, with sturdy hands, 
Rear'd the scant produce of our niggard lands; 
Scant as it was, no more our hearts desir'd. 
No more from us our generous lord lequir'd* 
But, ah ! sad change ! those blessed days are o*cr, 
And peace, content, and safety, charm ao moii*. 
Another lord now rules those wide domiUiia, 
The avaricious tyrant of the plains : 
Far, far from hence, he revels life away. 
In guilty pleasures our poor means must pay : 
The mossy plains, the moimtaki's barren brosr, 
Must now be tortur*d by the tearing plough; 
And, spite of nature, crops be taught to rise, 
Which to these northern dimes wise Heaven de- 
nies. 
In vain, with sweating brow and weary hands. 
We strive to earn the gold our lord demands, 
While cold and hunger, and the dungeon's gkxMD» 
Await our failure as its cettaiu doom. 

" To shun these ills that heat my hoary head, 
I seek in foreign lands precarious bread, 
Forc*d, though my bolplesa age from guilt be pure, 
The pangs of banished felons to endure; 



And «U be««uiM tbeae hands have vau^ tntd, 
To force from art what natura has danied ; 
Because my little all will not suffice 
To pay dk* insatiate claims of avarice. 

** In vain of richer dimates I am told. 
Whose Mils are rich in gemsi whose streams are 

gold;' 
I am contented here, I ne'er have seen 
A vale more fertile* nor a hill more green : 
l^or would I leave this sweet, though humble cot^ 
To share the richest mooarab's envied lot 

would to Heaven the alternative were mine, 
Abroad to thstve, or here in want to pine ! 
Soon would I abuse : but, ere to-morrow*s sun 
Haa o'er way head his radiant journey run, 

1 shall be robb*d, by what theygustice call. 
By -legal ^ffians, of my little all ; 
Driven out to hunger, nakedness, and grief, 
Wilboitt one pitying band to bring relief. 
Then come, O sad alternative to cbuse ! 
Come, baniahment<wl will no more refuse : * 
Go where I may» nor billows, rocks» nor wind. 
Can add of horror to my tortur*d mind. 

Oo whatsoever coast I may be thrown, 
No lord can use me harder than my own : 
Even ibey who tear the limbs, and drink the gore^ 
Of helpless strangers, what can they do more ? 

** For thee,insatiate chief ! whose ruthless bwnd 
Far ever drives me from my native land ; 
For thee X leave no greater curse behind. 
Than the fell bodings of a guUty mind ; 
Ox, what were harder to a soul Uke tbin% 
To find from avarice thy wealth decline. 

'* For you, my friends, and neighbours of the vale, 
Who now with kindly tears my fate bewail; 
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Soon may our king, whose breast paternal glows 
With tenderest feelings for his people's woes ; 
Soon may the rulers of this mighty land. 
To ease your sorrows stretch the helping hand ; 
Else soon, too soon, your hapless fate shall be. 
Like me to suffer, to depart like me. 
On your dear native land, from whence I part. 
Rest the best blessing of a broken heart 
If, in some future hour, the foe should land 
His hostile l^ions on Britannia's strand, 
May she not then the alarum sound in vain. 
Nor miss her banish'd thousands on the plain. 

*^ Feed on, my sheep, for though depriv'd of me, 
My cruel foes shall thy protectors be ; 
For their own sakes shall pen your straggling 

flocks, 
And save your lambkins from the ravening fox. 

" Feed on, my goats, another now shall drain 
Your streams, that heal disease and soften pain ; 
No streams, alas ! can ever, ever flow, 
To heal your master's heart, or sooth his woe. 

" Feed on, my flocks, ye harmless creatures feed. 
The worst that ye can sufibr, is to bleed : 
O that the murderer's steel were all my fear ! 
How fondly would I stay to perish here. 
But hark ! my sons loud call me from the vale. 
And lo ! the vessel spreads her swelKng sail. 
Farewell, farewell !"— Awhile his hands he wrung. 
And o'er his crook in speechless sorrow hung ; 
Then casting many a lingering look behind, 
Down the steep mountain's brow began to wind. 
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REUBEN AND ROSE. 

THOMAS M OOKK, £SQ, 

The darkness which hung upon Willumbeig^s 
walls 
Has long been remembered with awe and dis- 
may ; 
For years not a sunbeam has play*d in its halls. 
And it seem'd as shut out from the regions of 
day. 

Though the valleys were brightened by many a 
beam, 
Yet none could the woods of the castle illume ; 
And the lightning, which flash *d on the neigh- 
bouring stream. 
Flew back as if feared to enter the gloom ! 

" Oh ! when shall this horrible darkness disperse ?" 
Said AVillumberg's lord to the seer of the cave. 

'* It can never dispel,** said the spirit of verse, 
" Till the bright star of chivalry sink in the 
wave!** 

*< And who was the bright star of chivalry then ?** 
" Who could be but Reuben, the flower of the 
age? 
For Reuben was first in the combat of men, 
Though youth had scarce written his name on 
her page. 



;. 



For Willumberg*s daughter his bosom had beat; 
For Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn. 
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When with wan dropping diamond^ and tShery 
feett 
It walks o'er the flowers of the mountain and 
kwn. 

Must Rose then from Reuben so fatally sever ? 

Sad, sad were the words of the man of the cave^ 
ttiat darkness should cover the castle for ever. 

Or Reuben be sunk in the merciless wave ! 

She flew to the wizard— '< And tell me^ oh tell ! 
Shall my Reuben no more be restored to my 

vyva • 

** Tes, yes, when a spirit shall toll the great bell 
Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall 
riser 

Thrice, thrice he repeated, ** Tour Reuben shall 
rise!" 
And Rose felt a moment's release irom her 
pain : 
, She wiped, while she listened, the tears from her 
eyes ; 
And she hop'd she might yet see her hero 
again ! 

Her hero could smile at the terrors of death. 
When he felt that be died for the sire of his 
Rose: 
To the Oder he flew ; then, plunging beneath. 
In the lapse of the billows soon found his re- 
pose. 

» 

How strangely the order of destiny falls ! 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay, 
When a sunbeam was seen to glance over the walls, 

And the Castle of Willumberg bask'd in the ray ! 
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All, all but the soul of the maid was in light; 

There sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank : 
Two days did she wander, and all the long night, 

In quest of her love on the wide riTer*B bank. 

Oft, oft did she pause for the toll of the bdl, 
And she heard but the breathings of night in 
the air: 
Long, long did she gase on the watery swell, 
And she saw but the foam of the white billow 
there. 

And often as midnight its v&\ would undraw. 
As she lobk'd at the light of the moon in the 
stream. 
She thought 'twas his helmet of siWer she saw. 
As the curl of the surge glitter'd high in the 
beam. 

And now the third night was begemming the sky ; 

Poor Rose on the cold dewy margin reclined. 
There wept till the tear almost froze in her eye, 

When— hark ! — 'twas the bell that came deep 
in the wind ! 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering 
shade, 
A form on the waters with majesty glide : 
She knew 'twas her lore, though his cheek was 
'decay'd, 
And his helmet of silver was wash'd by the tide. 

Was this what the seer of the cave had foretold? 

Dim, dim through the phantom the moon shot 
a gleam : 
*Twas Reuben ; but, ah ! he was deathly and cold, 

And fleeted away like the spell of a dieam ! 
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Thrice^ dirioe did berie^ and m oUbm dbe thought 
From th^ bonk to ombrace btin, but never ! ah, 
AOter! 

Hion, sprinipog beneath, at a billow iho cang^ 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever! 



FREDERICK AND ALICE. 

Sn WALTER 8COIT. 



FasBBBioK leaves the land of Fnmce^ 
Homeward hastes his steps to meaaure ; 

Careless casts the parting glance 
On the scene of former pleasoffe. 

Joying in his prandog steed, 
Keen to prove his untried blade, 

Hope's gay dreams the soldier lead* 
Over mountain, moor, and glades 

Helpless, ruin*d, left forlorn, ' 

liOvely Alice wept alone ; 
Meiim*d o*er love's fond contraot torn, 

Hope, and peace, and honour flown. 

Mark her breast's convulsive throbs ! 

See the tear of anguish flows ! 
Mingling soon with bursting sobs. 

Loud the laugh of frenzy rose. 

Wild she cui»!d, and wild she pmy'd ; 

Seven long days and nights are o*er— 
Death, m pity, brought his aid 

As the viliage bell struck four. 
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Far from her, and fax firom Fmacoi 
Faithless Frederick onward rideib 

Marking blithe the morning's glance 
Man^g o*er the mountain*! aidat. 

Heard ye not the boding sound. 
As the tQogue of yonder tower 

Slowly, to the hills around, 
Told the fourth* the fiaed hour ? 

Starts the steed, and snuffis the air, 
Yet no cause of dread appears ; 

Bristles high the rider's hair, 
Struck with strange myateiioua feai9* 

Desperate as his teinrors rise. 
In the steed the spur be bides; 

From himself in vain he flies- 
Anxious, lesllefls, on he rid«s. 

Seven long daya, and seven long oigbti^ 
Wild he wander'd, woe the while ! 

Ceaseless care, and causeless fright, 
Urge his foQlsli^ many a floile. 

Dark the sevcAth nad. night descends. 
Rivers swell and rain streams pour. 

While the deaf *ning thunder lends 
All the tgnron of ita roar. 

Weary, wet, and spent with ^il. 
Where his head shall Frede^ck hide, 

Where but in yon ruin*d aisle. 
By the lightniDg's llaah deacded. 

To the portal, dank and low. 
Fast bi» sle«d the wanderer bound* 
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Down ft ruin'd staircase, slow, 
Next his darkling way he wound. 

Long drear yanlts before him lie, 
Glimmering lights are seen to glide ; 

Blessed Mary, bear my cry, 

Deign a sinner's steps to guide !** 

Often lost, tbeir quivering beam 
Still the lights move slow before, 

Till they rest their ghastly gleam 
Right against an iron door. 

llittndering voices from within, 
Mix*d with peals of laughtor, rose ; 

As they fell, a solemn strain 
Lent its wild and wondrous close ! 

Midst the din, he seem'd to hear 
Voice of friends, by death remov*d ; 

Well he knew that solemn air, 
'Twas the lay that Alice lov'd. 

Hark ! for now a sdemn knell 

Four times on the still night broke ; 

Four times, at its deaden'd swelf. 
Echoes from the ruins spoke. 

As the lengthen'd clangors die. 
Slowly opes the iron door, 

Straight a banquet met his eye, 
3ut a funeral's form it wore ! 

Coffins for tlie seats extend. 

All with black the board was spread, 
Girt by parent, brother, friend. 

Long since number'd with the dead. 
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Alice, in her grmTe-clotbea bound, 
Ghastly smiling, points a seat ; 

All arose with thundering sound, 
AU th* expected stranger greet 

High their meagre arms they ware. 
Wild their notes of welcome swell, 
" Wdoome, traitor, to the grave ! 

Peijur'd, bid the light farewell !'* 



THE FAKENHAM GHOST. 
BLOOMFIELD. 

Thb lawns were dry in Euston Park ; 

(Here truth inspires my tale) ; 
The lonely footpath, still and dark. 

Lied over hill and dale. 

Benighted was an ancient, dame. 

And fearful haste she made 
To gain the vale of Fakenham, 

And hail its willow shade. 

Her footsteps knew no idle stops, 

But follow'd faster still. 
And eobo'd to the darksome copse 

That whispered on the hill ; 

Where clam*rous rooks, yet scarcely hush*d, 

Bespoke a peopled shade ; 
And many a wing the folii^e brush'd, 

And hov'riog circuits made. 
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The dappled herd of gming dser. 
That sought the shades by day. 

Now started from her path with ftar, 
And gave the stnnger way. 

Darker it grew, and daritcr htn 

Came o*er her tfouUed miiid. 
When now a short quick step she hean 

Come patting dose behind. 

She tum'd ; it stopt !— notight could she see 

Upon the gloomy plain, 
But as she strove the sprite to flee 

She heard the same again ! 

Now terror seis'd her quaking frame, 
For where die path was bare 

The trotting ghost kept on the same- 
She muttered many a prayer. 

Yet once again, amidst her IHght^ 

She tried what sight could do, 
When through the cheating glooms of night 

A mofuter stood in view. 

Regardless of whate*er she felt^ 

It folIow*d down the plain ! 
She own*d her sins, and down she knelt^ 

And said her prayers again. 

Then on she sped, and hope grew strong, 

The white park gate in view, 
Which pushing hard, so long it swung 

That ghost and all pass*d through. 

Loud fell the gate against the post. 
Her heart-strings like.to crack, 
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For much the fear'd tfie grisly gliost 
Would leap upon her back. 

Still on, pat» pat, the goblin wtnt, 

As it bad done before ; 
Her strength and resolution spent, 

She fainted at the door. 

Out came her husband, much surpris'd. 

Out came her daughter dear, 
Good-natur*d souls ! all unadvis'd 

Of what they had to fear. 

The candle's gleam piercM through the night, 
Shone short space o'er the green ; 

And there the little trotting sprite 
Distinctly might be seen. 

An ass's foal had lost its dam 

Witiiin the spacious park ; 
And, simple as the playful lamb, 

Had follow'd in the dark. 

No goblin he-»no imp of «n,^- 

No crimes had ever known ; 
They took the shaggy stranger in, 

And rear'd him as their own. 

His little hoofs would rattle round 

Upon the cottage floor ; 
The matron learn'd to love the sound. 

That fright^n'd her belbre. ' 

A favourite the ghost became ; 

And 'twas his fate to thrive ; 
And long he liv'd and spread his fame. 

And kept the joke ali?e. 
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For many a laugh went ttrough the vale. 

And some conviction too.— 
Each thought some other goblin tale. 

Perhaps, was just as true. 



* LADY MARGARET. 

IaAdt Maigaret at her window sat. 

And gaz*d on the evening star. 
As it burn*d in all its loveliness, 

Like a beacon light afar. 

There was silence over the earth and heavens, 
Save the murmur of the stream, 

As it rippled through the birchen glen. 
And shone in the bright moon»beam. 

The lady look*d on that beautiful stream ; 

And she look'd on the fair moonlight ; 
But she look'd in vain on wood and glen, 

For the steed of her own true knight. 

<* Alas," she said, " it is now the hour 
He promis*d to come to me ; 
For the evening star is throwing from far 
Its beams on the trysting tree. 

" And the moon is shining on yonder stream, 
In her sweetest— fairest light : 

• This ballad was never before published. 
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Why then is be not at the trysting tree ? 
Why tarries my own true knight ? 

'* But be still, be still, my beating heart, 
For his steed I can surely see ; 
Then, oh, let me baste to meet my lore. 
Ere he reaches the trysting tree. 

" Bat why does he come through the witches* glen ? 
Ah, me ! *tis a fearful sign ; 
I can hear the ill onien*d night-bird shriek ; 
And the moon has ceas*d to shine. 

" But he comes, he comes, my own true lo?e ! 
I see his waving plume ; 
It streams like a meteor on the blasr, 
Amidst the midnight gloom.*' 

Lady Margaret left her father's halls, 

And no thought of fear had she ; 
For she basted to meet her own true knight^ 

* Neath the shade of the trysting tree. 

And ever and aye she could see his plume. 

As breathless she hasten*d on ; 
And shchuiw the gleam of his pc4ish'-d mail. 

As the fitful moonlight shone. 

And '' Stop, oh stop, sweet love !" she cries, 
'* Why ride you thus so fast ? 
Good sooth, my strength is well nigh gone. 
And I faint in this wintry blast." 

But faster, and faster the knight be rode, 

And onwards be pointed still ; 
And be bent his course along the way 

That led to the elfin hill. 

C 
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And nesrer, wad neatwr Marfforet cmbb 
On tbe steps of her own true knigbt ; 

And sbe saw that his cheek was death-like pale, 
And bis eyes shone with fearful light; 

She foUow'd him still o'er tbe elfin bill. 
And on through the witches' glen; 

And she saw that he fled with a swifter step 
Than the speed of earthly men. 

Sbe foUoi^'d him on to the church-yard green. 
Till be Btopp'd 'neath the trysting tree ; 

And *' Here," he cried, *' lady Margaret 
hei me rest, love, a while with thee." 

They seated themselves pn the graas-green turf. 

That grew beneath their feet : 
And Margaret felt her blood grow cold, 

Aod her heart refus'd to beat. 

Tbey sat beside a grey old stone. 
Where a dead man mould 'ring lay; 

And when Margaret look'd on her lover's fiwe, 
It was pale and cold like clay. 

The moon shone out from behind a^loud. 
And the beams fell upon the knigbt; 

But a hideous corpse beside Margaret sat, 
And she shrink'd at tbe fearful sight. 

But while she yet look'd, away in air 
Did the knight .and bis courser flee : 

And Margaret lay a lifeless corpse 
'Neatb the shude of tbe trysting tree. 
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THE WATSR*KINO. 

X. O. LEWIS. 

With gentle murmur flow'd the tide^ 
While, by the fragrant flowery side, ^, 

The lovely maid, with carols gay^ 
To Mary's church pursued her wmy. 

The water»fiend*s malignant eye 
Along the banks beheM her hie ; 
Straight to bis mother-witch he sped, 
And thus in suppliant accents said : 

*' O mother ! mother ! now advise^ 
How I may yonder maid surprise ! 
Oh mother ! mother ! now explain. 
How I may yonder maid obtain !" 

The witch she gave him armour white. 
She form'd him lilce a gallant knight ; 
Of water clear next made her band 
A steely whose housings were of sand. 

The water-king tben swift he went, 

To Mary's church his steps he bent ; 

He bound his courser to the door, 

And pac'd the church-yard three timet four. 

His courser to the door bound he, 
And pac'd the church- yard three times three, 
Then hasten'd up the aisle, where all 
The people flock'd, both great and amalL 
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The priest said, as the knight drew near, 
*' And wherefore comes the white chief here ?" 
The lovely maid, she smird aside, 
Oh, would I were th^ white chiers bride ! 

He stepp*d o'er baches one and two, 
^..^ Oh, lovely maid, I die for you ! 

He stepp'd o*er beDcbes two and three, 
Oh, lovely maiden, go with me ! 

» 
Then sweet she smird, the lovely maid ; 
And while she gave her hand, she said. 
Betide me joy, betide, me woe, 
0*er hill, o'er dale^ with tbee I'll go." 

The priest their hands together joins ; 
They dance, while clear the moonbeam shines; 
And UtUe thinks the maiden bright. 
Her partner is the water^sprigfat 

O, had some spirit ddgn'd to sing. 
Your bridegroom is the water-king^ 
The maid bad fear and hate confess'd, 
And curs'd the hand which then she press'd. 

But nothing giving canse to think 
How near she stray'd to danger's brink. 
Still on she went, and, hand in hand. 
The lovere reach'd the yellow sand. 

Ascend this steed with me^ my dear ! 
We needs must cross this streamlet here ; 
Ride boldly in, it is not deep. 
The winds are hush'd, the billows sleep." 

Thus spoke the water-king; the maid 
Her traitor bridegroom's wish obey'd ; 
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And soon she saw the courser lave, 
Delighted, in his parent wave. 

" Stop, stop, my love ! the waters blae 
£*en now my shrinking foot bedew." 

** Oh, lay aside your fears, sweetheart ! 
We soon shall reach the deepest part.** 
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Stop, stop, my love ! for now I see 
The waters rise above my knee.** 
Oh, lay aside your fearsi sweetheart f 
We now have reach*d the deepest part.** 

Stop, stop, for God*8 sake ! stop ; for, O ! 
The wators o*er my bosom flow T' 
Scarce was the word pronounc*d, when knight 
And courier vanish'd from her sight 

She shrieks, but shrieks in vain, for high 
The wild winds rising dull the cry ; «— 
The fiend exults, the billows dash, 
And o*er tlieir hapless victim wash. 

Three times, while struggling with the stream^ 
The lovely maid was beard to scream ; 
But when the tempest's rage was o*er. 
The lovely maid was seen no more. 

Wam*d by this tale^ ye damsels fair. 
To whom you give your love beware ! 
Believe not every handsome knigbt, 
And dance not with the water-sprigbt. 
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THS 80BCSRBSS ; OR WOLFWOLD 

AND X7LLA. 

MICKLK. 

Oh ! low be l ica h is coU pale cheek 

Lies lifeless on the day. ! 
Tet, struggling hope, O day-spnag, break 

And lead me on my way. 

" On Denmark's cruel bands* O Heaven ! 
Thy red-wing'd ▼engeanoe pour; 
Before my Wolfwold's spear be drtv'o ! 
O rise — bright morning hour J" 

Thus Ulla waird, the fairest maid 

Of all the Saxon race ; 
Thus UUa waird. in nightly shade, 

While tears bedew*d her face. 

When sudden, o'er the fire.«rown*d hill, 

The fuU-orb'd moon arose ; 
And o'er the winding dale, so still, 

Her silver radiance flows. 

No more could Ulla's fearful bnast 

Her anxious care delay, 
But, deep with hope and fear imprest, 

She holds the moonshine way. 

She left the bower ; and, all alone, 

She trac*d the dale so still. 
And sought the cave, with rue o'eivrown, 

Beneath thel fir-crown'd hill. 
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Black knares of blasts .oak> embound 

With hemlock, fenc*d the cell ; 
Tlie dreary mouth, half underground, 

Tawn'd like the gate of hell. 

Soon as the gloomy den she spied. 

Cold horror shook her knee ; 
And "Hear, O prophetess!'* i^e cried, 
*' A princeab sue to thee." 

Aghast she stood !— athwart the air 

The dismal screech-owl flew ; 
The fillet round her auburn hair 

Asunder burst in two : 

« 

Her robes, of softest yellow, glow*d 

Beneath the moon's pale beam. 
And o'er the ground, with yew boughs strew'd, 

Efius'd a golden gleam. 

The golden gleam the. Sorceress spied, 

As, in her deepest cell. 
At midnight's magic hour she tried 

A tomb-(>'erpowering spell. 

When, from the ^irem's dreary womb, 
Her groaning voice arose— 
" O come, my daughter, fearless come. 
And iearle^ teU thy woei.' 
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As shake* the bongh Of trembling leaf. 
When whirl w&ids sudden rise ; 

As stands aghast the warrior-chief, 
When his base idrmy flies : 

So shook, so stood, the beauteous maid. 
When, from the dreary den, . 
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A irrinklcd hag e&aae Ibrtby amy'd 
In matted n^ obscene. 

Aroand her brows, widi bendotk bound. 
Loose bung ber ash-grey hair ; 

As from two dnary caves profound. 
Her blue-flam'd eje>balis glare. 

Her skin, of earthy red, a|>petr*d 
Clung round her shoulder bones. 

Like witfaer*d bark, by lightning scar'd. 
When loud the tempest ^groans. 

A robe of squalid green and bine 

Her ^ostly length arniy*d, 
A gaping rent, full to the view, 

Her furrow'd ribs betray'd. — 

" Ah tell, my daughter ! fearless tell. 
What sorrow brought thee here ? 
So may my power thy cares expd. 
And give thee sweetest cheer.** 

** O, mistress of the powerful spell ! 
King Edric's daughter see : 
North umbria to my father fell. 
But sorrow fell to me. 
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My virgin heart Lord WoTfwold won. 

My father on him smii'd : ' 
Soan as be gain*d Northnmbria's throne. 

His pride the youth exil'd ; 



" Stern Denmark's ravens o'er the seas 
Their gloomy black wings spread, 
And o'er Nortbumbria's hUls and leas 
Their dreadful sq^^drons iq^ed. • . 
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" < Betuni, brave Wolfwold !' Edric cried, 
' O generous warrior, bear ! 
My daughter's band, Uiy willing bride, 
Awaits tby conquering spear.' 

" Tbe banisb'd youtb, in Scotland's court, 
Had past the weary year ; 
And soon he heard the glad report^ 
And soon he grasp'd his qpear. 

" He left the Scottish dames to weep ; 
And, wing'd with true love-speed. 
Nor day, nor night, he stopp'd to sleep. 
And sopn he cross'd the Tweed. 

" With joyful voice, and nptur'd eyes, 

He press'd my willing band,-* 
' I go, my fair, my love !' he cries, 
' To guard thy father's land : 

« < By Edon'sihoce^ in deathfuL fray, 
Tbe daring foe we meet ; 
Ere three short days I trust to lay 
My trophies at tby feet !' 

<* Alas ! alas ! that time is o'er. 
And three long days beside ; 
Yet not a word from Edon's shore 
Has cheer'd bis fearful bride. 

" O mistress of the powerful spell ! 
His doubtful fate decide." 
And " Cease, my child, for all is well," 
The grizzly witch replied. 

** Approach my cave, and where I place 
The magic circle, stand ; 

C9 
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And fear not aught of ghastly face. 
That glides beneath my wand." 

The grizzly witch's powerful charms 
Then reach'd the labouring moon. 

And, cloudless, at the dire alarms 
She shed her brightest noon : 

The pale beam struggled through the shade 
That blacked the cavern's womb. 

And, in the deepest nook, betray *d 
An altar and a tomb. 

Around the tomb, in mystic lore. 

Were forms of various mien ; 
And efts, and foul wing'd serpents, bore 

The altar's base obscene. 

Eyeless, a huge and starv'd toad sat 

In comer much aloof, 
And many a snake and famish'd bat 

Clung to the crevic'd roof. 

A fox and vulture's skeletons 

A yawning rift betray'd, 
And grappling still each other's bones, 

The strife of death display'd. 

" And now, my child," the Sorceress said, 
«' Lord Wolfwold's father's grave 
To me shall render up the dead, 
And send him to my cave !— • 

<< His skeleton shall hear my spell ; 
And, to the figur'd walls, 
His hand of bone shall point, and tell 
What fate his son befalls." 
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O ! cold down Ulla*s snow-like face 
The trembling sweat-drops fell, 

As, borne by sprites of gliding pace, 
The corpse approach*d the cell. 

And thrice the witch her magic wand 

Wav*d o*er the skeleton. 
And slowly, at the dread command, 

Uprose the arm of bone. 

A cloven shield, and broken spear, 

The 6nger wander*d o*er ; 
Then rested on a sable bier, 

DistainM with drops of gore. 

In ghastly wreathes her mouth, so wide 
And black, the Sorceress throws ; 
" And be those signs, my child," she cried, 
'* Fuiaird on Wolfwold's foes! 

** A happier spell I now shall try: 
Attend, my child, attend, 
And mark what flames from altar high, 
And lowly floor ascend. 

" If of the rose's softest red 

The blaze shines forth to view. 
Then Wolfwold lives— but hell forbid 
The glimmeriag flame of blue ! " 

The witch then rais'd her haggard arm, 
And wav*d her wand on high. 

And, while she spoke the mutter'd charm, 
IHu-k lightning fiird her eye. 

Fair Ulla*s knee swift smote the ground, 
Her hands aloft were spread ; 
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And every joint as marble boujid, 
Felt horror's darkest dread. 

Her lips, erewhile so like the rose^ 

Were now as violet pale, 
And» trembling in convulsive throes^ 

Express'd o'erwhelming ail : 

Her eyes, erewhile so starry bright^ 

Where living lustre shone, 
Were now transform'd to sightless whiter 

Like eyes of lifeless stone. 

And soon the dreadfnl spell was d*6r; 

And, glimmering to the view. 
The quivering flame rose thvoogh the floor, 

A flame of ghastly Unc^ 

Behind the altar's livid flie, 

Low from the inmost cave, 
Young Wolfwold rose in pale attire, 

llie vestmentB of the grave i— 

His eye to Ulla's eye be rear'd, ' 

His cheek was wan as clay ; 
And half cut through his hand appear'd 

That beckon'd her away. 

Fair Ulla saw the woeful shade ; 

Her heart struck at her side, 
And burst— low bow'd her listless head. 

And down she sunk, and died ! 
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THE HERMIT QF WARKWORTH. 

PB&cr. 
PART I. 

Dakk ^as the night, and wild the ttono. 
And loud the torrent's roar ; 

And loud the sea was heard to dash 
Against the distant shore. 

Musing on man's ¥reak hapless state, 

The lonely Hermit lay ; 
When, lo ! be beard a female voice 

Lament in sore dismiiy. 

With hospitable haste he roae^ 
And wak*d his sleeping fire ; 

And snatching up a lighted brand, 
Forth hied the reverend sire. 

All sad beneath e neigfaboitring tree 
A beauteous maid be found, 

Who beat her bfeast, and with' her tean 
Bedew'd the mossy ground. 

*< O weep not, lady, weep notvo*; 
. Nor let vain fears alarm ; 
My little cell shall shelter thee, 
And keep thee safe from barm.'* 

** It is not for myself I weep, 

Nor for myself I fear ; 
t But for my dear and only friend, 

Who lately left me here : 
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** And while some sheltering bower he sought 
Within this lonely wood, 
Ah ! sore I fear his wandering feet 
Have slipt in yonder flood." 

" O ! trust in Heaven," the Hermit said, 
" And to my cell repair ! 
Doubt not but I shall find thy friend, 
And ease thee of thy care." 

Then climbing up his rocky stairs, 

He scales the cliff so high ; 
And calls aloud, and waves his light 

To guide the stranger's eye. 

Among the thickets long he winds^ 

With careful steps and slow : 
At length a voice return*d his call, 

Quick answering from below : 

" O tell me, father, tell me true, 
If you have chanc'd to see 
A gentle maid, I lately left 

Beneath some neighbouring tree : 

" But either I have lost the place, 
Or she hath gone astray : 
And much I fear this fatal stream 
Hath snatch*d her hence away." 

" Praise Heaven, my son," the Hermit said; 
" The lady's safe and well :" 
And soon he join'd the wandering youth, 
And brought him to his cell. 

Then well was seen, these gentle friends, 
They lov'd each other de^r : 
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The youth he pre8s*d her to bis heart ; 
The maid let fall a tear. 

Ah ! seldom had their host^ I ween, 

Beheld so sweet a pair : 
The youth was tall, with mauly bloom ; 

She, slender, soft, and fair. 

The youth was clad in forest green, 

With bugle-horn so bright : 
She in a silken robe and scarf, 

Snatched up in hasty flight. 

*^ Sit down, my children,** says the Sage ; 
*' Sweet rest your limbs require :** 
Then heaps fresh fuel on the hearth, 
And mends his little fire. 

** Partake,*' be said, '* my simple store, 
Dried fruits, and milk, and curds;" 
And spreading all upon the board, 
Invites with kindly wcyds. 

" Thanks, father, for thy bounteous fare ;** 
The youthful couple say : 
Then freely ate, and made good cheer. 
And talk'd their cares away. 

** Now say, .my children, (for perchance 
My counsel may avail), 
What strange adventure brought you here 
Within this lonely dale?" 

" First tell me, father,** said the youth, 
" (Nor blame mine eager tongue). 
What town is near ? What lands are these ? 
And to what lord belong ?*' 



Abf! iD7foii,"lli0HcraiitMid, 
** Why do I live to Mjr, 

Hie rigbtfol lord of tfaae i^<?firiiiff 
Is huittfa'd tar wmaj ? 



^ Ten wiotcn now hare died their 
On this my lowly bell, 
Soiee Teliant Hotspur (so the North 
Onr yeotfafnl lotddid cill) 

« AgauMt Fourth Henry Boiingbnike 

Led up bis northern powcn, 

And, stoutly 6gbtiog, lost bis life 

Near proud Salopia's towerk 

'< One son be Icfll^ e lorely boy, 
His country's hope end heir; 
And, oh ! to save him from his foes 
It was his grandsire's care. 

<< In Scotland safe be plae'd the child 
Beyond the reach of strife, 
Nor long before the brave old Earl 
At Braham lost bis life. 

** And now the Percy name, so long 
Our northern pride and boast. 
Lies bid, alas ! bieneatb a cloud; 
Their boooun reft and losL 

** No chieftain of that noble house 
Now leads our youth to arms; 
The bordering Scots despoil our fields^ 
And, ravage all our farms. 

** Their balls and castles, once so fair, 
Now moulder in decay ; 
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Proud strabgen now usurp 'their lands, ' -' 
And bear their wealth away. 

" Nor far from bence» where yon fiill ttream 
Runs winding down the lea. 
Fair Warkworth lifts her lofty towers, . 
And overlooks the sea. 

** Those towers, alas ! now lie forlorn. 
With noisome weeds o*erspread. 
Where feasted lords and courtly daaMs» - - 
And where the poor were fed. 

" Meantime far off, mid Scottish hills, 
The Percy lives unknown : 
On strangers' bounty he depends, 
And may not claim his own. 

" O might I with these aged eyes 
But live to see him here, 
Then should my soul depart in bliss f***^ 
He said, and dropt a tear. 

" And is the Percy still so lov*d 
Of all his friends and thee ? 
Then, bless me, father,** said the' youth, - 
" For I, thy guest; am he." 



Silent he gaz'd, then turn'd aside 

To wipe the tears he shed ; 
And lifting up his hands and eyes, 

Pour*d blessings on his head : 

** Welcome, our dear and much-lov'd lord, 
Thy country's hope and care : 
But who may this young lady' be, 
That is so wondrous foir ? 
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« Now, father! listen to my tale. 
And thou shaU know the truth : 
And let thy sage advice direct 
My iaexperiea^d youth. 

<* In. Scotland I've been nobly bned 
Beneath the Begent*s hand, 
In feats of arms, and every lore 
To fit me fbr command. 

" WiUi fond impatience long I bom'd 
My native land to aee : 
At length I won my guardian friend 
To yield that boon to tne. 

" Then up and down in hunter's garb 
I wandered as In chase, 
Till in the noble Neville^s house 
I gain*d a- hunter's place. 

" Some time with him I liv'd unknown, 
Till I'd the hap so rare 
To please this young and gentle dame. 
That Baron's daughter fair." 

'* Now, Percy, said the bhishing maid, 
The truth I must reveal ; ' 
Souls great and generous, like to thine, 
Their noble deeds conceal. 

** It happea'd on a sunimer's day, 
Led by the fragnant breeze, 
I wander'd forth to take the air 
Among the greeiuwood trees. 

'< Sudden a band of rugged Scots, 
That neai* in ambinh lay, 
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Mos»-troopere from the border* 
There seiz*d me for their prej. 

** My shrieks had all been spent io ▼«!& ; 
But Heaven, that saw my grief, 
Brought this brave youth within my caU, 
Who ffew to my relief. 

" With. nothing but his hunting spear. 
And dagger in his hand. 
He sprung like h*gbtniDg on my foes, 
And caused them soon to stand. 

** He fought till mere assistance came ; 
The Scots were overthrown ; 
Thus freed me, captive, from their bands. 
To make me more his own." 

" O happy day ! the youth replied s 
Blest were the wounds I bear ! 
From that fond hour she deig^'d to smile, 
And listen to my prayer* 

'* And when she knew my name and birth, 
She vow*d to be my bride ; 
But oh ! we fear'd (alas, the while !) 
Her princely moth^'s p^jide : 

« Sister of haughty Bolingbroke, 
Our house's ancient fbe, 
To me I thought, a banish*d wight. 
Could ne*er such favour shew* 

'* Despairing then to gain consent, 
At length to fly with me 
I won thu lovely timorous maid ; 
To Scotland bound are we. 
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« 



This evening, as the night drew on. 

Fearing we were pursued, 
We tum'd adown the right hand path, 

And gain'd this lonely wood : 



" Hien lighting from our weary steeds 
To shun the pelting shower, 
We met thy kind conducting hand, 
And reached this friendly bower. 



*> 



'* Now rest ye both,** the Hermit said ; 
" Awhile your cares forego : 
Nor, Lady, scorn my humble bed : 
«-We*ll pass the night below.'* 



PART II. 

LiOVELT smird the bludiing mom, 

And every storm was fled : 
But lovelier far, with sweeter smile, 

Fair Eleanor left her bed. 

She found her Henry all alone, 
And cheer*d him with her sight; 

The youth consulting with his friend^ 
Had watch *d the livelong night. 

What sweet surprise o*erpower*d her breast! 

Her cheek what blushes dyed, 
When fondly he besought her there 

To yield to be his bride !-— 

" Within this lonely hermitage 
There is a chap^ meet: 
Then grant, dear maid, my fond request, 
And make my bliss complete.^ 



«> 
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" O Henry, when thou deign'st to sue. 
Can I thy suit withstand ? 
When thou, lov*d youth, hast won my heart, 
Can I refuse my hand ? 

*' For thee I left a father's smiles, 
And mother's tender care ; 
And whether weal or woe betide, 
Thy lot I mean to share." 

" And wilt thou then, O generous maid ! 
Such matchless favour show, 
To share with me, a banish'd wight, 
My peril, pun, or woe? 

'* Now Heaven, I trust, hath joys in store 
To crown thy constant breast : 
For know, fond hope assures my heart 
That we shall soon be blest. 

** Notfarirom hence stands Coquet Isle 
Surrounded by the sea ; 
There dwells a holy friar, well known 
. To all thy friends and thee : 

" 'Tis Father Bernard, so rever'd 
For every worthy deed ; 
To Raby Castle he shall go. 
And for us kindly plead. 



(i 



To fetoh this good and holy man 
Our revered host is gone ; 

And soon, I trust, his pious hands 
WiU join us both in one." 

Thus they in sweet and tender talk 
The lingering hours beguile : 
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At length tbey see the hourj sage 
Come from the neigfaboaring ide. 

With pious joj and wonder mix'd 

He greets the noble pair, 
And gkd cxmsents to join ^eir faandi 

With many a fenrent prayer. 

Then strait to Raby*8 distant walls 

He kindly wends his way : 
Meantime in love and dallianee sweet 

They spend the livelong day. 

And now, attended by their hosty 

The Hermitage they view*d. 
Deep-hewn within a craggy clifl^ 

And overhung with wood. 

And near a flight of shaipely steps, 

All cut with nicest skill. 
And piercing through a stony arch, 
^ Ran winding up the hill :' 

There decked with many a flower and hetfo 

His little garden stands ; 
With fruitful trees in shady rows» 

All planted by his hands. 

Then, scoop*d within the solid rock. 
Three sacred vaults he shows : 

The chief, a chapel, neatly arch'd, 
On branching columns rose; 

£ach proper ornament was there, 

That should a chapel grace ; 
The lattice for confession fram'd. 

And holy- water vase. 
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0*er either door a sacred text 

Invites to godly fear ; 
And in a little scutcheon hung 

The cross, and crown, and spear. 

Up to the altar's ample breadth 

Two easy steps ascend ; 
And near, a glimmering solemn light 

Two well-wrought windows lend. 

Beside the altar rose a tomb 

All in the living stone ; 
On which a young and beauteous maid 

In goodly sculpture shone. 

A kneeling angel, fairly canr*d, 
Lean*d hovering o^er her breast ; 

A weeping warrior at her feet; 
And near to these her crest' 

The clift, the vault, but chief the lonK 

Attract the wondering pair : 
Eager they ask, What hapless dame 

Lies 8(^ulptur*d here so fair { 

The Hermit sigh'd, the Hermit wept-, 
For sorrow scarce tovi\d speak: 

At length he wip'd the trickling tears 
That all bed^wM his cheek. 

" Alas ! my children, human life 
Is but a vale of woe ; 
And very mournful is the tale 
Which ye so faid would know i" 
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€1)e ^ttmit'fi Cale. 

YouvG lord, thy grandsire had a friend 

In days of youthful fame ; 
Yon distant hiUs were his domaiBs, 

Sir Bertram was his name. 

Where'er the noble Percy fought, 

His friend was at his side ; 
And many a skirmish with the Scots 

Their early valour tried. 

Young Bertram lov*d a beauteous maid. 

As fair as fair might be ; 
The dewidropon the lily's cheek 

Was not so fair as she. 

Fair Widdriogton the maiden's name. 
Yon towers her dwelling-place ; 

Her sire an okl Northumbrian chief. 
Devoted to thy race. 

Many a lord, and many a knight, 

To this fair damsel came ; 
But Bertram was her only choice ; 

For him she felt a, flame. 

Lord Percy pleaded for his friend, 

Her father soon consents ; 
None but the beauteous maid herself 

His wishes now prevents. 

But she, with studied fond delays, 

Defers the blissful hour ; 
And loves to try his constancy, 

And prove her maiden power. 
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« That heart," she said, " is k'ghtly prizU 
Which is too h'ghtly wod ; 
And long shall rue that easy maid 
Who yields her love too soon.'* 

Lord Percy made a solemn feast 

In Alnwick's princely hall ; 
And there came Jords, and there came knights, 

His chiefs and barons all. 

With wassail, mirth, and revelry, 

The castle rang around : 
Lord Percy call'd for song and harp, 

And pipes of martial sound. 

The minstrels of thy noble bouse, 

All clad in robes of blue, 
With silver crescents on their arms^ 

Attend in order due. 

The great achievements of thy race 
They sung: their high command: 

How valiant Mainfred o*er the seas 
First led his northern band. 

Brave Galfred next to Normandy 

With venturous Rollo came; 
And, from his Norman castles won, 

Assum*d the Percy name. 

They sung how in the Conqueror's fleet 

Lord William shipp'd his powers. 
And gain'd a fair young Saxon bride 
With all her lands and towers. » 

Then journeying to the Holy Land, 
Thj^re bravely fought and died ; , 
D 
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But first the silver crescent won. 
Some paynim Soldan's pride. 

They suog how Agnes, beauteous heir, 
Tlie Queen's own brother wed, 

Lord Josceline, sprung from Charlemagoe, 
In princely Brabant bred. 

How he the Percy name rem'd, 

And how his noble line, 
Still foremost in their country's cause, ' 

With godlike ardour shine. 

With loud acclaims the list'niog crowd 

Applaud the master's song. 
And deeds of arms and war became 

The theme of every tongue. 

Now high heroic acts they tell, 

Their perils past recall ; 
When, lo ! a damsel young and fkie 

Stepp'd forward through the hall. 

She Bertram courteously address'd ; 
And, kneeling on her knee,— 
** Sir knight, the lady, of thy love 
Hath sent this gift to thee. ' 



» 



Then forth she drew a glittering helm. 

Well plaited many a fold ; 
The casque was wrought of temper'd ste^. 

The crest of bumish'd gold. 

<' Sir knight, thy lady sends thee this, 
And yields to be thy bride. 
When thou hast prov'd this maiden gift 
Where sharpest blows are tried. ** - 
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Young Bertratn took the shining hdm. 
And thrice he kiss'd the same : 
" Trust me, 1*11 prove this precious casque 
With deeds of noblest fame.*' 

liord Percy, and his Barons bold, 

Then fix upon a day 
To scour the marches, late opprest, 

And Scottish wrongs repay. 

llie knights assembled on the hills 

A thousand horse and more i 
Brave Witherington, though sunk in years, 

The Percy standard bore. 

Tweed's limpid current soon they pan, 

And range the borders round: 
Down the green slopes of Tiviotdale 

Their bugle-horns resound. 

As when a lion in his den 

Hath beard the hunter's cries, 
And rushes forth to meet his foes ; 

So did the Douglas rise. 

Attendant on their chief's command 

A thousand warriors wait: 
And now the fatal hour drew on 

Of cruel keen debate. 

A chosen troop of Scottish youths 

Advance before the rest ; 
Lord Percy mark'd their gallant mien. 

And thus his friend address'd : 

<* Now, Bertram, prove thy lady's helm, 
Attack yon forward band ; 
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Dead or alive 1*11 rescue tbee, 

Or perish by their hand.**' ' 

Young Bertram bow*d, with glad assent. 
And spurred his eager steed, ' 

And calling on his lady's name, 
Rush*d forth with whirlwind speed. 

As when a grove of sapling oaks 
The livid lightning rends ; 
. So fiercely *mid opposing ranks 
Sir Bertram's sword descends. 

This way and that he drives the steel, 
And keenly pierces through ; 

And many a tall and comely knight 
With furious force he slew. 

« 

Now closing fast on every side, 
They hem Sir Bertram round : 

But fjauntless he repels their rage, 
And deals forth many a wound. 

The vigour of his single arm 
Had. well nigh won the field ; 

When ponderous fell a Scottish axe, 
And clave his lifted shield. 

Another blow bis temples took, ' 

And reft his helm in twain ; 
That beauteous helm, his lady's gift ! 
His blood bedew'd the plain. 

Lord Percy saw his champion fall 
Amid th' unequal fight ; 
<* And now, my noble friends," he said, 
" Let's save this gallant knight." . 
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Then nufaiog io, with stvetch'd-ont shield 

He o*er the warrior buDg ; 
^9 some fierce eagle spreads her wing 

To guard her callow young. 

Three times they strove to seise their prey, 

Three times they quick retire : 
What force could stand his furious strokes, 

Or meet his martial fire ? 

Now gathering round on every part 

The battle rag*d anoain ; 
And many a lady wept her lord, 

Tliat hour untimely slain. 

f 

Percy and Douglas, great in arms, 

There all their courage show*d ; 
And all the field was strewld with dead, 
And all with crimson fiow'd. 

At length the glory o^ the day 

The Scots reluctant yield, 
And, after wondrous valour shown, 

They slowly quit the field. 

All pale, extended on their shields, 

And weltering in his gore, 
Liord Percy's knights their bleeding friend 

To Wark*s fair castle bore. 

" Well hast thou eam*d my daughter^ love,*' 

Her father kindly said ; 
'* And she herself shall dress thy wounds. 

And tend thee in thy bed.** 

A message went ; no daughter came, 
Fair Isabel ne'er, appears ; 
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" Beefarewme," said tiie «ged chioi; 
** Young msident have their fean. 



'' Cheer up, my son, thou ihalt her 
So soon as thou canst ride ; 
And she shall ttorse thee in her bowefy 
And she shall be thy bride." 

Sir Bertram at her name reriT'd, 
He bless*d the soothing sound ; 

Fond hope supplied the nurae's 
And heal'd his ghastly wound. 



PiifeT III. 
« 

Ovs early mom, while dewy drops 
Hung trembling on the tree. 

Sir Bertram from his sick-bed rose ; 
His bride he would go see. 

A brother he had in prime of youth. 
Of courage firm and keen ; 

And he would tend him on the way. 
Because his wounds were green. 

All day o'er moss and moor they rode. 

By many a lonely tower ; 
And 'twas the dew-fall of the night 

Ere they drew near her bower. 

Most drear and dark the castle scem'd, 
That wont to. shine so bright ; 

And long and loud Sir Bertram call'd 
Ere he beheld a light. 
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At length her aged nune arose, 
With voice so shrill aod clear^— . 
** What wi^t is this, that calls so loud, 
And luDockft so boldly here ?" 

« 'Tis Bertram calls, thy lady's love, 
Come from his bed of care-: 
All day I*ve ridden o*er moor and moss 
To see thy lady fair." 



-^ 



" Now out, alas !" she loudly shriek*d ; 
" Alas ! how may this be ? 
For six long days are gone and past 
Since she set out to thee." 

Sad terror seized Sir Bertram's heart, 

And oft he deeply sigh'd: 
When no# the drawbridge was let down, 
. And gates set open wide. 

*' Six. days, young knight, are past and gone, 
Since she set out to thee ; 
And "sure, if no sad barm had happ*d. 
Long unoe thou wouldst her see. 

" For when she heard thy grieyous chance. 
She tore her hair, and cried, 
Alas ! I've slain the comeliest knight, 
All through my foolish pride ! 

" And to atone for my sad fault. 
And his dear health regain, 
I'll go myself, and nurse my love. 
And soothe his bed of pain. 

'* Then mounted she her milk-nrhite steed 
One morn. at break of day ; 
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And two tall yeomen went widi her. 
To guard her on the way." 

Sad terror smote Sir Bertram's heart, 
And grief o'erwhelm*d his mind : 
" Trust me,'* said he, ** I ne'er will rest 
. Till I thy lady find." 

That night he spent in sorrow and care ; 

And with sad-boding heart 
Or ever the dawning of the day 

His brother and he depart 

" Now, brother, we'll our ways divide, 
O'er Scottish hills to range ; 
Do thou go north, and I'll go west; 
And all our dress we'll change. 

*' Some Scottish carle hath seiz'd my love. 
And borne her to his den ; 
And ne'er will I tread English ground 
Till she's restor'd again." 

The brothers straight their paths divide, 
O'er Scottish hills to range ; 

And hide themselves in quaint di^uise, 
And oft their dress they change. 

Sir Bertram clad in gown of grey. 

Most like a palmer poor, 
To halls and castles wanders round. 

And begs from door to door.. 

Sometimes a minsU'ers garb he wears, 
With pipe so sweet and shrill ; 

And wends to every tower and town. 
O'er every dale and hill. 
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One dt^ 88 he sat under a tfaoniy 
All sunk in deep do^air, ^ • 

An aged pilgrim pass'd him by, 
Who mark'd his face of care. 

" All minstrels yet that ever I saw 
Are full of game and glee; 
But thou art sad and woe-begone ! 
I marvel whence it be !'* 

" Father, I serve an aged lord. 
Whose grief afflicts my mind ; 
His only child is stolen away. 
And fain I would her find.*' 

** Cheer up, my son ; perehaoce," he said, 
" Some tidings I may bear : 
For oft when human hopes have fail'd, 
Then heavenly corafort^s near. 

< 

** Behind yon hills so steep and high, 
Down in a lowly glen, 
There stands a Castle fair and strong, 
Far from the abode of men. 

** As late I chanc*d to crave an alms 
About this evening h<N]r, 
Methought 1 heard a lady*s voice 
Lamenting in the tower. 

** And when I ask'd what harm had happ'd, 
What lady sick there lay ? 
They rudely drove me from the gate, 
And bade me wend away." 

These tidings caught Sir Bertram's ear, 
He thank'd him for his tale ; 
D3 
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And soQn be hasted o'er the hiU% 
And soon be reach'd the vale. 

Then drawing near those lonely towers^ 

Which stood in dale so low, 
And sitting down beside the gate. 

His pipes he *gan to blow. 

. " Sir Porter, is thy lord at home. 
To hear a minstrePs song ; 
Or may I crave a lodging here, 
Without offence or wrong?" 

" My lord," he said, " is not at home, . 
To hear a minstrel's song ; 
And, should I lend thee lodging here. 
My life would not be long.** 

He play'd again so soft a strain. 
Such power sweet sounds impart, 

He won the churlish porter's ear. 
And mov'd his stubborn heart. 

" Minstrel," he said, « thou play'st so sweet. 
Fair entrance thou should^st win ; 
But, alas ! I'm sworn upon the rood 
To let no stranger in. 

« Yet, minstrel, in yon rising cliff 
Thou*lt find a sheltering cave ; 
And here thou shalt my supper share, 
And there thy lodging have." 

All day he sits beside the gate. 
And pipes both loud and clear : 

AH night he watches round the walls, 
In hopes his love to hear. 
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The first night, as he silent watch'd 

All at the midnight hour. 
He plainly heard his lady's voice 

I^amenting in the tower. 

The second night, the moon shone clear, 

And gilt the spangled dew ; 
He saw his lady through the grate, 

But *twas a transient view. 

The third night, wearied out,, he slept 

*TilI near the morning tide ; 
When, starting up, he seized his sword. 

And to the Castle hied. 

When, lo ! he saw a ladder of ropes 

Depending from the wall : 
And o'er the moat was newly laid 

A poplar strong and tall. 

And soon he saw his love descend, 

Wrapt in a tartan plaid, 
Assisted by a sturdy youth 

In Highland garb y-clad. 

Amaz'd, confounded at the sight. 

He lay unseen and still; 
And soon he saw them cross the stream, 

And mount the neighbouring hill. 

Unheard, unknown of all within, 

The youthful couple fly ; 
But what can 'scape the lover's ken, 

Or shun his piercing eye ? 

With silent step he follows close 
Behind the flying pair, 



'» 
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And saw ber hang upon his arm 
With fond familiar air. 



*' Thanks, gentle youth," she often •n iS ; 
** My thanks thou well hast won : 
For me what wiles hast thou oontriv'd [■ 
For me what dangcts run ! 

" And ever shall my grateful heart 
Thy services repay :"— ^ 
Sir Bertram could no further bear. 
But cried, « Vile traitor, stay ! 

" Vile traitor ! yield that bidy up ! "•«. 
And quick his sword he drew ; 
The stranger turn'd in sudden rage^ 
And at Sir Bertram flew. 

With mortal hate their vigorous anus 
Gave many a vengeful blow ; 

But Bertram's stronger hand prevail'd. 
And laid the stranger low* 

" Die, traitor, die !"^A deadly thrust 
Attends each furious word. 
Ah ! then fair Isabel knew his voices 
And rush'd beneath his sword* 

" O stop," she cried, «< O stop thy arm ! 
Thou dost tby brother slay !"•» 
And here the Hepnit paus*d, and wept : 
His tongue no more could say. 

At length he cried, ** Ye lovely pair. 

How shall I tell the rest? 
Ere I could stop my piercing sword, 

It fell, and stabb'd her bveast.'* 
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** Wert tbou thyself that baplen youth ? 
A.h ! cruel fate 1" they Mi'd. 
The Hermit wept, aod so did they : 
Tfaey sigh'd ; he hang his head. 

** O blind and jealous rage," be cried, 
« What evils from thee flow ?" 
The Hermit paused ; they silent moum*d : 
He wept, and tfaey were woe. 

Ah ! when I heard my brother's name, 

And saw my lady bleed, 
I raT*d, I wept, I curst my arm 

That wrought the fatal deed. 

Jn vain I clasped her to my breast, 
And cloa'd the ghastly wound ; 

In Tain I press'd his bleeding corpse. 
And lais'd it from the ground. 

My brother, alas! spake never more^ 

His precious life was flown : 
She kindly strove to soothe my pain, 

Regardless of her own. 

** Bertram,*' she said, <' be comforted. 
And live to think on me : 
May we in heaven that union prove, 
Whidi here was not to be ! 

'< Bertnun," she said, " I still was true ; 
Thou only hadst my heart : 
May we hereafter meet in bliss ! 
We now, alas ! must part. 

" For thee I left my father's hall, 
And flew to thy reUs^ 
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Wbeo, lo ! near Cheviot*8 fatal hills 
I met a Soottidi chief, 

*< Lord Maleolm*8 son, whose proffer'd love 
I had refus'd with scorn ; 
He slew my guards, and seiz*d on me 
Upon that fatal morn ; 

** And in these dreary hated walls 
He kept me close confin*d ; 
And fondly sued, and warmly press'd. 
To win me to his mind. 

" Each rising mom increas'd my pain^ 
Each night increasM my fear ! 
When, wandering in this northem garb^ 
Thy brother found me here. 

" He quickly form*d the bmve design 
To set me, captive, free ; 
And on the moor his horses wait, , 
Tied to a neighbouring tree. 

• 

" Then haste, my lore, escape away. 
And for thyself provide ; 
And sometimes fondly think on her 
Who should have been thy bride." 

Thus, pouring comfort on my soul. 
Even with her latest breath, 

She gave one parting, fond embrace. 
And clos'd her eyes in death. 

In wild amaze, in speechless woe. 

Devoid of sense, I lay : 
Then sudden, all in frantic mood, 

I meant myself to slay. 
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And, riaing up ia furious haste, 

I seized the bloody brand : 
A sturdy arm here ioterpos'd. 

And wrench'd it from my hand. 

A crowd, that from the castle came. 

Had miss*d. their lovely ward ; 
And seizing me, to prison bare, ' 

And deep in dungeon barr'd. 

It cfaanc*d that on that very mom 

Their chief was prisoner ta'en ; 
Lord Percy had us soon exchanged, 

And strove to soothe my pain. 

And soon those honour'd dear remains 

To England were convey'd ; 
And there within their silent tomba^ 

With holy rites, were laid. 

For me, I loath'd my wretched life, 

And oft to end it sought ; 
Till time, and thought, and holy men, 

Had better counsels taught. 

They rais*d my heart to that pure source 
Whence heavenly comfort flows : 

They taught me to despise the world. 
And calmly bear its woes. 

No more the slave of Jiuman pride, 

Vain hope, and sordid care, 
1 meekly vow*d to spend my life 

III penitence and prayer. 

The bold Sir Bertram now no more, 
Impetuous^ haughty, wild ; 



THE COMMOM^I^LAGE BOOK 

Bat poor and famnble Benedict 
Now lowly, psttent, miUL 

My lands I gave to feed tiie poor, 

And sacred altars raise ; 
And bere, a lonely ancfaortts, 

I came to end my days. 

This sweet sequester'd vale I cfaoaB, 
These rocks, and han^ng grore ; 

For oft beside this murmnriiig tttnUD. 
My lore was wont to rofe. 

My noble friend approv*d my choice; 

This blest retreat be gave : 
And here I carv*d her beautaons £i>in, 

And sooop'd this holy cave. 

Full fifty winters, all forlor% 
My life I*ve Unger'd here ; 

And daily o*er this sculptur*d taint 
I drop the pensive tear. 

And thou, dear brother of my heart ! 

So faithful and so true ; 
The sad remembrance of thy firte 

Still makes my bosom rue ! 

Yet not unpitied passed my life^ 

Forsaken or forgot. 
The Percy and his noble sons 

Would grace my lowly coU 

Oft the great Earl, from toils of state 
And cumbrous pomp of power,/ 

Would gladly seek my litUe cell, 
To spend the tranquil fa^ur. 
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But length of life is length of woe ! 

J ]iy*d to mourn bis fall : , 
I liy*d to mourn his godlike son. 

Their friends and followers all. 

But thou the honours of thy race, 
Lov*d youth, shalt now restore; 

And raise again the Percy name 
More glorious than before. 



Hk ceas'd ; and on the lovely pair 

His choicest blessings laid : 
While they, with thanks and pitying tears, 

His mournful tale repaid. 

And now what present course to take 

They ask the good old sire ; 
And, guided by his sage advice, 

To Scotland they retire. 

Meantime their suit such favour found 

At Raby*s stately hall, 
'Earl Neville and his princely spouse 

Now gladly pardon all. 

She, suppliant, at her nephew's throne 

The royal grace implor'd : 
To all the honours of his race 

The Percy was restor'd. 

The youthful Earl still more and more 
Admired his beauteous dame : 

Nine noble sons to him she bore, 
All worthy of their name. 
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CUMNOR-HALL. 

ANOMTMOI7S. 

The dews of aummer Bi|^ did fall, 
The moon (sweet regent of the sky) 

SUver'd the walls of Cumnor-Hall, 
And many an oak that grew thereby. 

Now naught was heard beneath the skies, 
(The sounds of busy life were still). 

Save an unhappy lady's sighs, 
That issued from that lonely pile. 

*' Leicester," she cried, " is this thy love^ 
That thou so oft hast sworn to me ; 
To leave me in this lonely grove, 
Immur'd in shameful privity ? 

" No more thou com'st with lover's speed, 
Thy once-beloved bride to see ; 
But be she alive, or be she dead, 

I fear, stern Earl, *s the same to thee. 

*' Not so the usage I receiv*d, 

When happy in my father's hall ; 
No faithless husband then me griev*d. 
No chilling fears did me appal. 

" I rose up with the cheerful mom, 

No lark more blithe, no flower more gay ; 
And, like the bird that haunts the thorn, 
So metrily sung the livelong day. 

1^ This beautiful Ballad is now rendered still more inter, 
eating by the Countess of Leicester being also the heroine (rf 
the admirable romance of ** Kenilworth," by the Author of 
Waverley.— ^rf. 
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" If that my beauty i$ but small. 

Among court ladies all despis*d ; 
Why didst thou rend it from that hall, 
Where, scornful £ar], it well waa pru*d ? 

" And when you to me first made suit. 
How fair I was you oft would say ! 
And, proud of conquest, pluck'd the fruit, 
Then left the blossom to decay. 

*' Yes, now neglected and despis'd. 

The rose is pale— the lily *8 dead— 
But he that once their charms so priz*d. 
Is sure the cause those charms are fled. 

" For know, when sick*ning grief doth prey, 
And tender love *8 repaid with scorn, 
The sweetest beauty will decay*- 
What fiow'ret ciui' endure the storm ? 

" At court (I*m told) is beauty's throne^ 
Where every lady 's passing rare ; 
That eastern flowers that shame the sun. 
Are not so glowing, not so fair. 

" Then, Earl, why didst thou leave the bed 
Where roses and where lilies vie, 
To seek a primrose, whose pale shades 
Must sicken, when those gaudes are by ? 

" 'Mong rural beauties I was one, 

Among the fields wild flowers are fair ; 
Some country swain might me have won, 
And thought my beauty passing rare. 

** Bttt^ Leicester, or I much am wrong, 
Or 'tis not beauty lures thy vows ; 
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Rather ambition's gilded crown 
Makes thee forget thy humble spouse. 



II 



Tlien, Leicester, why, again I plead, 
(The injured surely may repine), 

Why didst thou wed a country maid. 
When some fiur princess might be thine? 

" Why didst thou praise my humble chamu^ 
And, oh ! then leave them to decay ? 
Why didst thou win me to thy arms, 
Then leave to mourn the livelong day? 

** Hie village maidens of the plain 
Salute me lowly as they go ; 
Envious they mark my silken train^ 
Nor think a Countess can have woe. 

" The simple nymphs ! they little know 
How far more happy *s their 
To smile for joy, than sigh for 
To be content, than to be great. 

" How far less blest am I than them ! 
Daily to pine and waste with care I 
Like the poor plant, that from its stem 
Divided — ^feels the chilling air. 

" Nor, cruel Earl ! can I enjoy 

The humble charms of solitude ; 
Your minions proud my peace destroy^ 
By sullen frowns or pratings rude. 

** Last night, as sad I chanc'd to stray. 
The village death-bell smote my ear : 
They wink*d aside, and seem*d to say, ~ 
Countess, prepare— thy end is n«ar. 
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'* And now, while bappy peasants sleep, 
. Here I sit lonely and forlorn'; 
No one to soothe me as 1 weep, 
^ Save Philomel on yonder thorn. 



(( 



My spirits flag — my hopes decay- 
Still that dread death-bell smites my ear ; 

And many a boding seems. to say, 
Count^ prepare— -thy end is near !'* 

' Thus sore and sad that Lady griev*d 
In Cumnor-Hall, so lone and drear ; 

And many a heartfelt sigh she heav'd. 
And let feXL many a bitter tear. 

And e*er the dawn of day appear'd. 
In Cumnor-Hall so lone and drear, 

Full many a piercing scream was heard, 
And many a cry of mortal fear. 

The death>bell thrice was heard to ring. 
An aerial voice was beard to call ; 

And thrice the raven flapp*d its wing 
Around the towers of Cumnor-Hall. 

The masti£r howFd at village door. 
The oaks were shatter*d on the green ; 

Woe was the hour— for never more 
That hapless Countess e'er was seen. 

And in that manor now no more 
Is cheerful feast aod sprightly ball ; 

For ever since that dreary hour 
Have spiriu haunted Cumnor.Hall. 

The village maids, with fearful glance, 
Avoid the ancient moss-grown wall ; 
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Nor ever lead the xneny dftnce 

Among the groves of Camnor-Hall. 

Firll many a traTeller oft hath sigfa'd, 
And pensive wept the Countess' faU, 

As wand'ring onwards diey've espied 
The haunted towers of Cumnor-Hall I 



THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR. 

THOMAS WARTOV. 

Stately the feast, and high the cheer. 
Girt with many an armed peer, 
And canopied with golden pall, . 
Amid Cilgarran's castle hall| 
Sublime in formidable state, 
And warlike splendour, Henry sate ; 
Prepared to stain the briny flood 
Of Shannon's lakes with rebel bkxxL 

Illumining the vaulted roof, 
A thousand torches flam'd aloof: 
From massy cups, with golden gleam 
Sparkled the metheglin's stream : 
To grace the gorgeous festival. 
Along the lofty- window'd haU 
The storied tapestry was hung : 
With minstrelsy the raftera rung 
Of harps, that with reflected light 
From the proud gallery glitter'd bri^it : 
While gifted bards, a rival throng, 
(From distant Mona, nurse of song*; 
From Teivi, fring'd with umbrage brown^ 
From Elvy's vale, and Coder'g crown, 
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From many a shaggy predpioe 
That shades leroe's hoarse abyss, 
And many a sunless solitude 
Of Radnor's inmost mountains rade), 
To crown the banquet's solemn dose, 
Themes of British glory chose ; 
And to the (Strings of various chime 
Attemper'd thus the fabling rhyme : 

'* 0*er Comwairs ch'ffs the tempest loarM, 
High the screaming sea-mew soar'd ; 
On Tintaggel's topmost tower 
DarlLsome fell thesleety shower ; 
Round the rough castle shrilly sung 
The whirling blast, and wildly flung 
On each tall rampart's thundering side 
The surges of the trembling tide : 

" When Arthur rang'd his red-cross ranks 

On conscious Camtan's crimson 'd hanks ; 

By Mordred's faithless guile decreed 

Beneath a Saion spear to bleed : 

Yet in vain a paynim foe 

Arm'd with fate the mighty blow ; 

For when he fell, an elfin queen, 

All in secret, and unseen,. 

O'er the fainting hero threw 

The mantle of ambrosisl blue ; 
- And bade her spirits bear him far, 

In Merlin's agate-axled car, 

To her green isle's enameli'd steep, 

Tar in the navel of the deep. 

O'er his wounds she spri^led dew 

From flowers that in Arabia grew ; 

On a rich enchanted bed ' 

She pillow'd his mijestic head ; 
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O'er his brow, with whispers bUndi 
Thrice she wav*d an opiate wand ; 
And to soft music's airy sound 
Her magic curtains clos'd around. 
There, renew'd the vital spring. 
Again he reigns a mighty King; 
And many a fair and fragrant dime, 
Blooming in immortal prime, 
By gales of Eden ever fann*d. 
Owns the monarch's high command : 
Thence to Britain shall return, 
(If right prophetic rolls I learn). 
Borne on Victory's spreading plume, 
His ancient sceptre to resume : 
Once more, in old heroic pride. 
His barbed courser to bestride. 
His knightly table to restore^ 
And brave the tournaments of yore." 

They ceas'd, when on the tuneful stage 

Advanc'd a bard, of aspect sage : 

His silver tresses, thin besprent, 

To age a graceful reverence lent ; 

His beard, all white as spangles frore 

That clothe Plinlimmon's forests hoar, 

Down to his harp descending flow'd ; 

With Time's faint rose his features glow*d : 

His eyes diffus'd a soften'd fire, 

And thus he wak'd the warbling wire :— 



(( 



Listen, Henry, to my rede ! 
Not from fairy realms T lead 
Bright rob*d Tradition, to relate 
In forged colours Arthur's fate ; 
Though much of old romantic lore 
On the high theme I keep in store : 
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But boastfal ftctian should be dumb. 
Where truth the strain nyght best become. 
If thine ear may still be won 
With songs of Uther's glorious son, 
Henry, I a tale unfold, 
Never yet |n rhyme enrolPd, 
Nor sung nor harp'd in hall or bower ; 
Which in my youth's full early flower, 
A minstrel, sprung of Cornish line, 
Who spoke of kings from old Locrine, 
Taught roe to chant, one vernal dawn, 
I>eep in a cliff-encircled lawn, 
What time the glistening vaponrs fled 
From cloud-envelop*d Ciyder*s head ; 
And on its »des the torrents grey 
Shone to the morning's orient ray. 

** When Arthur bow'd his haughty crest^ 
No princess, yeil'd in azure vest, 
Snatch'd him, by Merlin's potent spell. 
In groves of golden bliss to dwell ; 
Where, crown'd with wreaths of mistletoe, 
Slaughter'd kings in glory go : 
But when be fell, with winged speed. 
His champions, on a milk-white steed, 
From the battle's hurricane. 
Bore him to Joseph's tower'd fane. 
In the fair vale of Avelon : 
There, with chanted orison, 
And the long blaze of tapers clear. 
The stoled fathers met the bier : 
Through the dim aisles, in order dread 
Of martial woe, the chief they led. 
And deep entomb'd in holy ground. 
Before' the altar's 'solemn bound. 
Around no dusky banners wave, 
Kb mouldering trophies mark' the grave : 

E 
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Away the ruthless Dane has torn 

Each trace that, Time's slow touch had worn ; 

And long o*er the neglected stone 

Oblivion's vale its shade has thrown. 

The faded tomb, with honour due^ 

'Tis thine, O Henry, to renew ! 

Thither, when Conquest has restored 

Yon recreant isle, and sheath*d the sword ; 

When Peace with palm has crown'd thy bro^-s, 

Haste thee to pay thy pilgrim vows; 

There, observant of my lore, 

The pavement's hallow*d depth exploiv ; 

And thrice a fathom underneath 

Dive into the vaults of death.. 

There shall thine eyc^ with wild anaie, 

On his gigantic stature gaie : 

There shalt thou find the monarch laid, 

All in wanrior-weeds array'd } 

Wearing in death his helmet crovifn. 

And weapons huge of old renown. 

Martial prince, *tis thine to save 

From dark obUvion Arthur's grave ! 

So may thy ships securely stem 

The western frith ; thy ^adem 

Shine victorious in the van. 

Nor heed the slings of Ulster's clan ; 

Thy Norman pike-men win their vray 

Up the dun rocks of Harald's bay ; 

And from the steeps of rough Ejldare 

Thy prancing hoof the fakron scare : 

So may thy bow's unerring yew 

Its shafts in Roderic'a henrt imbrue." 

Amid the pealing symphony 
The spiced goblets mantled high : 
With passions new the song impiess'd 
The listening king's impatient breast ;' 
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Flash tb« keen UgbtmogB fl-oin bit eyes, 
He scaos awhile bis bold emprise : 
Even now he seems, with eager pace, 
The consecrated floor to trace. 
And ope, from its tremendous gloom, 
The treasore of the wondrous tomb : 
Even now he bums in thought to rear 
From its dark bed the ponderous spear. 
Rough with the gore of Fictish kings : 
Even now fond hope his fancy wings, 
To poise the monarch's massy blade, 
Of ma^c-temper*d metal made ; 
And drag to day the dinted shield 
That felt the storm of Cam1an*s field. 
Over the sepulchre profound, 
Even DOW with arching sculpture crown*d, 
He plans the chantry's choral shrine, 
The daily dirge, and rites divine. 



THE DEATH OF THE SUTHERLANDS. ' 

ANOMYUOnS. 

Fboh Caledonia's distant bounds. 

Beyond the Murray Firth, 
Where Scottish men, with warlike sounds, 

Join dance, and song, and mirth ; 

There came the Lord of Sutherland, 

A youth tall, fair, and free : 
His race was aye a gallant band ; 

A gallant youth was be. 

He lov'd hi»-king, his country lov'd $ 
A trusty blade he bore 
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To smite tbdr foes, by fear trnmoT'd ; 
Their foes him dreaded sore. 

Yet gentle was he, too, and kind 
As kindest friend might be ; 

For still in bravest souls, we find. 
Dwells sweet humanity. 

A youth so brave, a youth so mild. 
What lady would not love ? 

Where'er he came, whene'er he smil'd, 
In vain the fair ones strove 

To quench the soft, but dangerous flame 
That in their bosoms glow*d : 

The kindling blush, that went and came, 
The secret flame still show'd. 

Amid the rest a lovely maid, 

Maria hight, was seen ; 
Lovely her looks, her manners staid, 

But most her mind, I weeD> 

Did take who saw : meek was that mind, 
As meekest infant's smiles ; 

And wise as age, nor yet inclin'd 
To cunning that beguiles. 

Nor art nor cunning needed she, 
Her soul was fill'd with grace ; 

Sincerely good, and nobly free, 
Her soul beam'd in her face. 

In destin*d hour young Sutherland 
Beheld the beauteous maid ; 

Her beauty could this youth withstand ? 
Such beauty so array*d? 
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Ab, do! her charms, by virtue' dress*d. 
Did seize,the hero's heart ; 

He lov*d, he courted, be was blessed- 
Death only could them part; 

'JIfidst all that worth and wealth combio'd, 

Which friends and fame confer 
Of pleasure on the feeling mind, 

Did Uve'this happy pair. 

Their happiness to crown, kind Heaven 

Two pretty babes did laid ; 
Lent was the blessing, not so given 

Bui for it Heaven might send. 

An^.seod Heaven did, ere long, for part, 

The eldest was recall'd ; 
Both parents sorely rued the smart. 

The smart them both appall'd. 

Now first appaird, our warrior brave 

.Sunk down in deep dismay ; 
And oft he view*d bis darling's grave, 

His darling torn away. 

Till heavy thoughts, revolv'd too oft, 

Oppress'd the springs of life ; 
His strength decay'd, his soul was soflk. 

It bo#'d beneath the strife. 

His friends to flee the scene of grief 

Their prudent.counsel gave ; 
(From objects new we meet relief) 

All sought the youth to save. 

BtthV balnfy- waters, gently, streamed, 1 
Their genial aid to give f 
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Each joy«iaspiring Naiad eaaoi'd 
To bid the warrior live. 

Nathless the lurking ticknau gatda 
Fast on his weaken*d frame ; 

Till, grown more bold, increaaiiig paiiia 
Reveal*d the fever's flame. 

Full thirty dajs and thir^ aighte 

Maria tends his bed, 
To her what are the world'a ddigblii 

While thei« her lord is laid ? 

To lull bis anguish, calm hia mind. 
And hand the healing dose, 

Was all her care ; for this she pin'd. 
For this she lost repose. 

At length her pious care prevail'd 

To quell the fierce diseases- 
Might he but live, whatever else &H*d, 
She reck'd not ; pain would pleaae. 

Ah me ! what tidings do I hear? 
** She sickens, faints, and dies ; 
Outworn with watching, grief, and ftar. 
She falls a sacrifice i" 

Hush ! hide the woful chance, look gaj. 

And closest silence keep ; 
Or smiling, spite of sorrow, say, 

** The lady is asleep.' 



»i 



Say so neit day, pry every 

But every art is vain : 
Prolong'd suspense^ the widiiDg heart 

Refuseth tp sustain. 
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« Where U Myia dear?" he criei, 
" My charmer, where is she, 
Whose looks were wont to cheer my eyes ? 
Why doth ehe ily from me? 

" Go, bring her ; say, poor Sutherland, 
Bereav*d of her, must die ! 
Make haste— why do ye speechless stand ? 
What means that eudden sigh? 

r 

** Alas ! alas ! Maria's gone ! 
I will not here abide ; 
We cannot part ; we still are one"-* 
He said, then groan* d, and died. 



THE WAMDERINO MAID. 
ANONYMOUS. 

PART I. 

It was by a Baron's castle gay 

A wandering maid did rove: 
For many a mile had she took her way» 

In search of her true lore: 
For many a mile, both day and ni^t. 

Despairing did she rove ; 
Nor blest the light that cheer'd her sight, 

For she had lost her love. 

She sat tier down by the moat so wide, 
And her tears began to flow ; 

She sat her down, and sad she sighed, 
0*ercoVM with toil and wo : 
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« But although I shed full muiy a tear. 
And although I sit and sigh. 
Yet ever 1*11 love thee^ youth so dear. 
And for thee will I die." 

And now o'er the high drawbridge came oesr 

A minstrel blithe and gay ; 
" And why," he cried, " sweet maiden, here 

Dost thou despairing lay ? 
For the welkin round is black with rain, 

And the water *s all so cold, 
E*en hardy cattle that grace the plain 

Beget them to a hold." 

" Alas !" she cried, <* I've lost my love. 

And I've sought him hr and near : 
Sweet minstrel, hast thoii seen him rove^ 

The youth whom I love so dear ?" 
" Fair.maid, thy love how should IJinow 

From other youths I see ?" 
*< Oh, by his locks so fair that flow, 

And his mien so blithe of blee. 

'< His face is fiauj^t with beauty's si^e^ 

The rose and lily 's there ; 
His voice like music can beguile 

The wrinkled brow of care : 
Alas! it was that face that smil'd^ 

That brought my heart to wo ; 
That musicvoice that me beguil'd, 

And made my tears to flow. 

«* Near these high towers, so fair to view; 
I'm told the youth hath been ; 
Then tell me, minstrel, tell me true. 
Hast thou my true love satn ?" 
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** No, maid, tby lore I ha?» not 
By day, nor yet by night ; 
Alas ! how bard that heart, I irean, 
That couldxMich beauty alight 1 

** But, lotely maid ! do not thut rovc^ 

And break tby heart with wo; 
But go with me and be my lovey 

And I'll not slight the» ta'* 
Then took this minstrel hit harp of gold, 

And sweetly 'gan to play ; 
But the faithful maid to him was cold, 

For all that he could say. 
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No, minstrel, though full sad I me 

That he from me is gone ; 
Tet still to him I'll aye be true^ 

And true to him alone ; 
Aod o'er the lone country, day and nsgfaf. 

Despairing will I rove ; 
Nor bless the light that cheers my sight 

Till I have found my love/' 

And now came forth a soldier gay. 

And his broadsword he hath ta'en ; 
And had not the minstrel fled away, 

Full soon he had him slain t 
•* Oh, maid, heed not that minstrers guile, 

But me take for thy love ; 
And then to the wars, for gold and spoil. 

Right merrily we will rove/' 

** No, warrior, no ; though md I rove, 
And my love l^om me is gone ; 
Yet stm I'll seek that faithlesa love. 
And love but him alone: 
£ 3 
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And erar 111 vaader dajrsod mgVrt, 
While cold, eold blows tbe wind ; 

Nor bIcM the light thst cfaeefs my sigbi^ 
Till I my trne lore find.*' 



Tbe ioldicr be was ictfit gooe^ when lo! 

A foRStcr csme that way. 
And mcffily rode be high and low. 

All dad in gicen so gay: 
Sbe sfopp'd tbe gallant on tbe green, 

•< And tdV 1^ cried, ** I pny, 
'Moog ypoder forests bast tboa seen 

My waodoiDg true love stny?" 

*' And bow shall I know tbe yonth you aeelc. 

From other youths I see?'* 
** Oh, well may you know him ere he dolh qpeak. 

His mien 's so bright of blee." 
** Sweet maiden, thoo^ 'mong fotesto gveen 

With early horn I rove, 
Believe me, dear maid, I have not seen 

The faithless youth you love. 

** Now, dianmttg maid, do not thus rove. 

Nor wander thus forlorn ; 
But 0» vrith me, and ever I'll love^ 

And shelter thee from scorn : 
And we will hunt with early horn, 

And sing the livelong day ; 
And the cheerful eve, and the smiling mom, 

Shall ever find us gay. 

« And thou, attir'd in robes of green, 
A huntress blithe. and gay. 
Shall aye be call'd, where'er thou'rt seen, 
The sporting queen of May. 
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Coine^ turn tbee, maid, and be my lore, 

Apd to roy pasdon yield ; 
And erer delighted we will rore^ 

The princes of the field.'* 

No, I will not be rob'd in gfteo, 

Thy flattery all I scorn; 
Nor will I be of May Ihe queen. 

To hunt with early horn : 
But I will rove both day and night, 

Through stormy hail and wind ; 
Nor blesa the light that cheers my sigh^ • 

1111 1 my true love find." 

PART IL 

Thk finrester blithe now rode away, 

And blew his sounding horn, 
While by the moat the maiden lay, 

All desolate and forlorn ; 
Yet still she cried, '' Though I shed the tear. 

And heave full many a sigh, 
.Yet ever 1*11 love thee, you£ so dear. 

And for thee I will die.** 

All this beheard the Baron gay, 

In the lone tower where he sat. 
And with many a sigh he took his way, 

And came to the castle gate. 
And there he saw the maiden lay, 

By the moat side all forlorn ; 
And all for the love of a youth so gay, 

Who had treated her with scorn. . 

Her c^k, once red as summer rose^ . ' 
Now palf ja, wintry skies ; 
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And wwn ber dmrj lips did 
That lier love did once to pim ; 

And cold, cM wm tint lilj hand. 
That be so oft bad praiu* 

FoU maoy a sigh (as be tbere did stand) 
Tbe Baton's wo confesL 

Tbe maiden told her ptteevs tale 

With many a sigh and tear, 
How sbe for ber love, throngh beat and eoid» 

Had wandcr'd fur and near. 
** AU» ! dear maid," tbe Baron sigh'd, 

** Thy tale is sad and sore ; 
But, charming maid,*' full loud he cried, 

** Tby sorrows now be o'er. 

** Yes, maiden, tbon no more shah rove. 

No more unhappy stray ; * 
Bnt tbou, dear maid, sbdt be my love^ 

My Counten, rich and gay." 
Tbe hapless maiden wondering heard 

Tbe Baron talk of love ; 
Yet still, althoogb that Baron she feared, 

Right faithfial did sbe provtt. 

*' Come, turn to me, and be my love. 

And be my lady gay ; 
And thou no more for scorn shall rove. 

So sad, the livelong day : 
But thou in robes of gold, my fiur ! 

More bright than day shfth sbine; 
Comet leave cold wo, and leave despsar. 

And to my suit incline. 

<' Fair maidens shall attend on thee. 
All fam'd far beimty rare ; 
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Yet ever, eweet maiden, abftlt thou be 

Hie fairest of all the fair. 
Bright gold and gems from the eaaieni mine. 

Thy grandeur shall proclaim ; 
But thj bright locks shall the gold outshine, 

Thioe fljes the jewels sbane.' 



ft 



'< Alas !" she cried, <* despise a maid 

DestioM with scorn to live ; 
l¥hat though thy grandeur tbou'st display 'd, 

My h^^art's not mine to give: 
But I must rove, both day and aight» 

While cold, cold blows the wind ; 
^or bless the light tliat cheers my idlgfat. 

Till my own true lore I find.*' 

Then up arose the hapless maid, 

And would fain have fled away ; 
But the wondering Baron soft her stay*d, 

And thus with joy did say : 
« "Sow Heaven thee bless, thou faithful dame ! 

For thy dear constant love ! 
Mine be the fault, and mine the blame, 

That made thee thus to rove. 

<* I am thy true— but cruel love^ 

Although a Baron born ; 
And *twas thy faith, dear maid ! to prove, 

I let thee to^t forlorn. 
I from yon tower have heard thy moan, 

And it plere*d me to the heart : 
Now take me, dear maiden ! I am thy ewn, 

And never more will we part. 

'* Ton castle, with ita wide domain* 
Shall be thy doweri my love; 
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And tfaiere like a princess shah thou rtiga. 

Nor more in misery rove : 
But we will live, and love so true^ 

And with such constancy. 
That if stem death thee first shall sUy, 

I>ear maid ! I*U die with thee." . 

The Ebatden bludi'd to find her love 

A Baron of high fame ;— 
. While fond he cried, " Thy fears remove. 

Thy faith my pride doth shame. 
Again to thee my troth I plight. 

And let thy joy abound ; 
And Uess the light that cheera thy sight. 

For thy true lore is found.*' 



SIR LANCELOT DU LAKE. 

AKONYMOirS. 

When Arthur first in court begun, 

And was approved king, 
By force of arms great victories won, 

And conquest home did bring ; 

Then into England straight he came 

With fifty good and able 
Knights, that resorted unto him, 
> And were of his Round Table. 

■ . . .t . > 

And many jousts and tournaments, 
Wha^to were many prest, 

Wherein;some Jcnighta did. then excel 
And far surmount the rest. 
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But one Sir Laacelot du Lake^ 

Who was approved well, 
He for his deeds and feats of arms 

All others did exceh 

When he had rested him awhile, 

In play, and game, and sport. 
He said, he would go prove himself 

In some adventurous sort. * 

He armed rode in forest wide, 

And met a damsel fair, 
MTbo told him of adventures great, 

Whereto h^ gave good ear. 

" Such would I find,** quoth Lancelot : 

*' For that cause came I hither.** 
** Thou seem*st,*' quoth she, "a knight full good, 

And I will bring thee thither. 

" Whereas a mighty Imight doth dwell. 
That now is of great fame ; ' 
Therefore tell me what wight thou art. 
And what may be thy name ?** 

' ' ' 

" My name is Lancelot du Lake.** 
. Quoth she, ** It likfis me then : 
Here dwells a knight, who never was 
Yet match*d with any man ; 

" Wlyo has in prison threescore knights 
And four, that he did wound ; 
Knights of King Arthur's courts they be. 
And of his Table Round." 

She brought him to a river side, 
And also to a tree, 
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Whereon a copper iM«ln bung^ 
And many shields to 



He struck so hard, the baetn broke, 

And Tarquin soon he spied, 
Who drove a horse befor^ him fast. 

Whereon a knight lay tied* 

** Sir knight,*' then said Sir Lancelot, 
'* Bring me that horse-load hither. 
And lay him do«vn, and let him rest ; 
We'll try our force together. 

" For, as I understand, thou htst. 
So far as thou art able. 
Done great despite and shame unto 
The knights of the Roand Table." 

" Uthou be of the Table Roond," 

Quoth Tarquin speedily, 
« Both thee and all thy felkmsbip 

I utterly defy." 

« That's OTer-mucfa," quoth Lancekit ; 
" Defend thee, by and by." 
They set their spears unto their eteeds. 
And each at other fly. 

They couch'd their. spears ; their horses ran 
As though there had been thunder. 

And struck them each amidst their shields, 
Wherewith they broke in sunder. 

Their horses* backs brake under fhean ; 

The knights were both astound : 
To avoid their horses they made haste 

And lit upon the ground. 
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They took them to their shields foil fast, 
ITieir swords they drew out then ; 

With mighty strokes most eagerly 
£ach at die other ran. 

They wounded were, and bled full sore; 

For breath they both did stand ; 
And, leaning on their swords awhile. 

Quoth Tarquin, " Hold thy hand, 

" And tell to me what I shall ask." 

" Say on," quoth Lancelot. " Though 
Thou art," quoth Tarquin, "the best knight 
That ever 1 did know. 



'* And like a knight that I did hate; 
So that thou be not he, 
I will deliver all the rest. 
And eke accord with thee." 

" That is well said," quoth Lancelot; 
" But, sith it must be so^ 
What knight is that thou hatest thus?— 
I pray thee to me sliow." 

" His name is Lancelot du Lake; 
He slew my brother dear : 
Him I suspect of all the rest ; 
I would I had him here !" 

" Thy wish thou hast, but yet unknown, 
I am Lancelot du Lake, 
Now knight of Arthur's Table Round, 
King Hand's son of Scbuwake ; 

** And, I desire thee, do thy worst !" 

*• Ho, ho!" quoth Tarquin ; ** though 
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One of UB two shall end ottr lifes 
Before that we do go ; 

*< If thou be Lancelot du Lake, 
Then welcome shalt thou be : 
Wherefbre see thou thyself defend, 
For now defy I thee.' 



•» 



They buckled then together so, 

Like unto wild boars rushing, 
And with their swords and shields they ran 

At one another flashing ; 

The ground besprinkl'd was with Mood ; 

Tarquin began to yield, 
For he gave back for weariness, 

And low did bear his shield. 

This soon Sir Lancelot espied ; 

He leapt upon him then ; 
He puU'd him down upon his knee. 

And, rushing off his helm. 

Forthwith he struck his neck in two, 

And, when he had so done, 
From prison threescore knights and (bur 

Deliver'd every one* 
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THE FAIR MANIAC. 

AKOKTMOCS. 

PART L 

Tm night was dark, the blast blew cold, 

And loud the tempest roar'd ; 
Blue ligbtnings flashed from pole to pole— 

The stormy torrent pour*d. 
Mankind, both high and low, in bed 

Were 8belter*d safe and warm. 
Save one distracted maid, who fled 

Amidst the thickest storm. 

And ever and anon she sped 

Where most the tempest pour'd, 
And where the thunders overhead 

With loudest terror warr'd : 
Through lonesome dell, or dreary glade^ 

Or kirkyard graves among. 
She wander*d wild ; and thus, poor maid ! 

With madlike glee she sung:— i 

** Beat, beat, ye winds ! ye torrents, pour ! 

Fight, warring clouds, above ! 
Flash, lightnings, flash ! loud, thunders, roar ! 

Yet-hurt not my true love : 
For him I seek both night and day— 

For him bewilder'd rove ; 
Ye lightnings, light me on my way, 

Jn search of my true love ! 
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'* For him I bear the summer's bum. 

And brave the winter's wind ; 
And, day and night, for him I moum. 

For he has prov'd unkind. 
Ye torrents, rush ! ye thunders, roar ! 

Flash, flash, thou angry sky ! 
For I shall see my love no more. 

And I for him will die. 

** The cold, cold night is dark and drear— 

I cannot find my love ! 
Ah me ! I've search'd both far and near : 

Where^ wanderer ! canst thou rove ? 
But I'll pursue; — and stop thy sp eed 

And, oh ! for thy scorn of me, 
I'll make, thy heart like mine to bleed. 

And then— I'll die with thee !" 

A valiant knight was riding by, 

All in the stormy rain, 
When he heard the hapless damsel sigh, 

And bitterly complain. 
She, frantic, o'er the wild heath sprung^ 

And frantic cried aloud,— 
Then stopp'd the knight, and thus she soii|^ 

While he in wonder stood :-« 

*' O turn, sir knight, thy milk-white steed, 

And hear my mournful song, 
Ana then, in valiant knightly deed* 

Return and right my wrong !— 
I lov'd a knight, and lov'd him truc^ 

And constant love he swore; 
But false he proves — and I must vu^ 

And I must still deplore. 
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" He lives at yonder glittering tower ; 

He lives-*nor thinks of me : 
O knight, I'd bless thy valour's power 

Could I the traitor see ! 
Then tarn, sir knight, thy milk- white steed« 

The way it is not long : 
May the lady you best love be the meed, 

If you will right my wrong !" 

« Yes, I will right thy wrong, fair maid !" 

The gentle knight replied ; 
" But I can see no tower display'd, 

The darksome night doth hide." 
" O yes, on yonder hill," she cried, ^ 

*« That faithless knight doth dwell : 
'Twas by the L'ghtning's gleam I spied • 

The glittering tower fall well.*' 

'* If on my steed, poor maid ! thon'it ride, ' 

My steed shall carry thee ?" 
« Yes, knight, I'll go," the maid replied, 
** The combat for to see." 
And now they rode with hasty speed, 

And soon they gain'd the hill ; 
And soon they reach'd the tower, decreed 
Their purpose to ful6I. 

PART II. 

" Akouse, arouse, thou faithless knight ! 

Arouse, thou stony breast !" 
•* Who dares," cried he, " in this dread night, 

Who dares disturb my rest ?"-» 
" 'Tis thy true love, she thou dost slight. 

Now calls thee from thy bed ! 
Arouse, arouse, thou faithless knight ! 

Arouse to fight or wed !" 
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The knight arose, and op*d the gate. 

And saw his love stand there : 
Her face, that face so fair of Uite, 

Was stain*d with many a tear : 
Her UpS| once red as autumn frui^ 

Were pallid now and coarse : 
Her Toice, once sweet as silver lute^ 

Was now as the raven's hoarse. 

A faded wreath was upon her brow, 

Her gown all rude and rent, 
And her hair, that once so bright did flow, 

Was all with deW besprent. 
** I am thy own true love, dear knight ! 

And I am come to wed,-— 
In my bridal garments all bedight. 

And my garlan4 oo my head, 

" To the holy kirk, \ove, we*Il repair. 

As bride and bridegroom gay ; 
The lightnings that around us glare 

Shall cheer us on the way. 
Of the green, green grass, so soft with dew, 

We'll make our bridal bed ; 
And of hemlock fair, and nightshnde blue, 

A pillow for our bead. 

" The thunders, as they loudly roar. 

Shall be our music, lore ! 
And we will sing, while the rain doth pour, 

So merrily we will rove ! 
And when I'm dead, vrith my bridal ring 

Let me be laid full low ; 
And over the green turf dance and sing, 

For my heart shall leaire its wo." 



«( 
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Tbe knight he trembled nd and ton. 

As he saw his true love stand ! 
She sprang, and kiss*d him o*er and o*er,— • 

But he pushed back her band. 
Oh, fight !*' she cried, ** my stranger knight ; 

Oh, fight, for thou art stroeg ! 
Lo ! he returns my love with spite ; 

Revenge a maiden's wrong." 
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Go get," he cried, " thy sword and diieldy 

And get thy helm and spear | 
For I will make thy proud heart yield. 

To avenge this damsel dear !'* 
" Tea I will get my sword and shield, 

And 1 will get my spear $ 
For there's no knight to whom I'll yield— 

No knight whom I will iear." 

Then fought those knights— all in tbe fielder ' 

They fought for many an honr ; 
They brake their spears, they clave their shields, 

And their blood in streams did pour : 
And thrice they paus*d, with toil o*enpent. 

To wipe the bleeding brow j 
And thrice diey drank, with one consent. 

Where the purling stream did flow. 

And, while they fooght in hardy wrath. 

The mad maid sat and sung*— 
Fight on, fight on, my obampiona both. 

The woodland hills among ! ^ 

And he that lives shall have my troth ; 

I'll twine our hearts in ona-— 
¥ight on, fight on, my champions both. 

Till the bloody victory 's won. 



II 
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** I'll weave a shroud for him diat*s sUuo, 

And fast my tears shall flow : 
Fight on, my knights, to soothe my pain ; 

My heart is sick with wa 
1*11 sing and pray for him that's slain. 

And mourn both day and night ; 
For *tis my heart's blood your shields doth stain, 

My woesi for which ye fight V 
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FuU long they fought; till now, o'ercome. 

The faithless knight did fall : 
« Wrong'd maid,*' he sigh'd, « thy cause hath won ; 

Come, hear my dying call !** 
Ah! up she sprang, in frantic mood, 

And kiss'd hu pale; pale cheek ; 
And, frantic drank the smoking blood 

That from his wounds did reek. 

*< Oh, this flows from that heart," she cried^ 

** That caused me so dear ; 
• Bnt now in a rushing crimson tide, 
It pays me tear for tear !" 
Then from the gaping wounded side 

His quivering heart she tore ; 
And to the knight, in frantic pride. 
The bloody prize she bore. 

*' Oh ! this the stony heart," she cried, 

That caus'd my tears to flow ; 
And made me roam the land so wide, 

In all the pangs of woe." 
Then to her dead knight did she hie, 

And lay her by his side : 
She kiss'd the heart, and, with a sigh. 

That hapless mad maid died ! 
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SIB JAMES THS BOSS. 

BAUCE. 

Or all the Scottish oorthem chiefs, 

Of high and mighty name, 
The bravest was Sir James the Ross, 

A knight of mdkle fame. 

His growth was like a youthful oak • 
That crowns the mountain's brow ; 

And, waving o'er his shoulders broad, • 
His locks of yellow flew. 

Wide were his fields ; his herds were large ; 

And large his flocks of sheep ; 
And num'ious were his goats and deer ' 

Upon the mountains steep. 

The chieftain of the good Clan Ross, 

A firm and warlike hand : 
Tive hundred warriors drew the sword 

Beneath his high command. 

In bloody fight thrice had he stood 

Against the English keen, 
Ere two^nd-twenty opening springs 

The blooming youth bad seen. 

The fair Matilda dear he lov*d, 

A maid of beauty rare ; 
Even Margaret on the Scottish throne • 

Was never half so fiur.. 

F 
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Long bad he woo'd ; long she refiis'd 
With seeming scorn and pride ; 

Yet oft her eyes confess'd the love 
Her fearful words denied. 

At length she bless'd his welUlried lov^ 

Allow*d bis tender claim : 
She vow*d to him' her virgin hearty 

And own*d an equal fliimff» 

Her father, Buchan's cruel lord. 
Their passion disapproved ; 

He bade her wed Sir John the Graem^ 
And leave the youth she lov'd.— 

One night they met« as they were wonty 

Deep in a sb^dy wood ; 
Where on the bank, beside the bum, 

A bloomUig saagb-tree stood* 

Conoeai*d among the underwood 

The crafty Donald lay, 
The brother of Sir John the Graonev 

To watch what tbey might aty. 

When thus the maid began : ** My sirr 

Our passion disfg^proves ; 
He bids me wed Sir John the Graem^ 

So here must end our loves* 

'* My father*s will must be obey*^. 
Nought boots me to withstand : 
Some fairer maid, in beauty's bloomy 
Shall bless thee with her hand. 

" Soon will Matilda be forgp^ 
And from thy mind efb^'d; 
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But nwgr that bappiness be tbin^ 
Which I can wtet taste !" 

« What do I hear ? Is this thy tow ?" 

Sir James the Ross reph'ed : 
" And will Matilda wed the Graeme^ 

Though sworn to be my bride ? 

** His sword shall sooner pierce my heart, 
Than reave me of thy charms !"-» 
And clasp'd her to bis throbbing breast. 
Fast lock'd within her arms. 

** I spoke to try thy love/* sbe said ; 
** 1*11 ne*er wed man but thee : 
The grave shall be my bridal bed, 
If Graeme my busbami bei 

" Take then, dear youth ! this faitbAil kiss. 
In witness of my troth ; 
And every plague become my lot 
That day i break my oath." 

They parted thus— the sun was set : 

Up hasty Donald flies ; 
And, '* Turn thee^ turn thee, beardless youth ! *' 

He lood insulting cries. 

Soon turned about the fearlen dnefi 

And soon his sword he drew ; 
For Donald's blade before his l»eflBt 

Had pierc'd his tartans through. 

" This for my brother's slighted Idve; 
His wrongs sit on my arm.** — 
Three paces back the youth retir'd. 
And sav*d himself from bana. 
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Retttrning 8wift» hb sword he renr'd 
Fierce I>onald*8 head above ; 

And through the brain and crashing bone 
The furious weapon drove. 

Life issued at the wound ; he fell 
A lump of lifeless clay ;«— 
" So fall my foes," quoth valiant Ross, 
And sUtdy strode away. 

Through the green wood in haste be pess'd 
\ Unto Lord fiuchan's hall ; 

Beneath Matilda's windows stood. 
And thus on her did call : 

" Art thou asleep, Matilda fair ? 
Awake, my love ! awake : 
Behold thy lover waits without, 
A l<»g farewell to take. 

** For I have slain fierce Donald Graeme, 
His blood is on my sword : . 
And far, far distant are my men, 
Nor can defend their lord. 

" To Skye I will direct my flight, 
Where my brave brothers bide ; 
And raise the mighty of the Isles 
To combat on my side."-- • 

" O do not so,*' the maid replied, 
" With me till morning stay ; 
For dark and dreary is the night. 
And dangerous is the way. 

*' All night I'll watch tbee in the park ; ^ 
My faithful page I'll send 
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In haste to raise the brare CUui 
Their master to defend." 



He laid him down beneath a bush. 
And wrappM him in his plaid ; 

While, trembling for her lover's fate, 
At distance stood the maid.-* 

Swift ran the page o*er hill and dale ; 

TiU, in a lowly glen, 
He met the furious Sir John Q$memey 

With twenty of his men. 

Wliere goest thou, Uitle page ?" he said, 
** So late who did thee send?" — 

I go to raise the brave Clan Ross, 
Their master to defend : 

For he has slain fierce Donald Gneme, 

His blood is on his sword ; 
And far, far distant are his men. 

Nor can assist their lord." 



<* And has he slain my brother dear?" 

The furious chief replies, 
" Dishonour blast my name, but he 

By me -ere morning dies ! 

<< Say, page ! where is Sir James the Ross ? 

I will thee well reward."-— 
<* He sleeps into LOrd Buchan's park ; 

Matilda is his guard."— 

They spurr*d their steeds, and furious flew, 

like lightning, o'er the lea ; 
They reached Lord Bnchan*s lofty towers 

By dasming of the day. 



« 



« 



u 
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T^fril^ft stood witbont'the gal^ 

Upon a rising ground. 
And watch'd eacl| object in the dawn, 

All ear to every sound. 

" Wbere sleeps the Ross?** began the Gneme, 
«'0r has the felon fled ? 
This hand shall lay the wretch on eartb. 
By whom my brother bled." 

And na|r the yaliant knight awoke. 

The virgin shrieking beard ; 
Straight up he rose, and drew his sword, 

When the fierce band appear'd. 

" Tour sword last night my brother s2ew> 
His blood yet dims its shine ; 
And, ere the sun shall gild the morn. 
Your blood shall reek on nadne.*' 

" Tour words are biwre," the chief retora'd, 
" But deeds approve the man : 
Set by your men, and hand to hand, 
We'U try what valour can." 



»> 



With dauntless step he forward strode. 

And dar*d him .to the fight : 
The Graeme gave back, and fear'd his arm, 

For well he knew his might. 

Four of his men, the bmvest four. 
Sunk down beneath his sword ; 

But still he scorned the poor revenge, 
And sought their haughty loed. 

Behind him basely came the Graeme^. 
And pierc*d him in the side ; 
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Out-spouting came the purple stream, 
And all his tartans dyed. 

But yet his hand not dropp'd the sword. 

Nor sunk he to the ground. 
Till through his enemy's heart his steel 

Had forced a mortal wound. 

Graeme, like a tree by winds o'ertlirown, 

Fell breaitbless on the clay ; 
And down beside him 'sunk ^rRoss, 

And faint and dying lay. 

Matilda saw, and fast she ran : 
** O spare his life,** she cried ; 
** TjOtA Buchan's daughter begs his life, 
Let her not be denied.*' 

Her well-known voice the hero heard ; 
• He rais*d bis death-clos'd eyes ; 
He fiz'd them on the weeping maid, 
And weakly thus replies t 

'< In vnn Matilda begs a life 
By death's arrest denied ; 
My race is run— >adieu, my love !'* 
Then dos'd his eyes, atid died. 

The sword yet warm from his left side, 
With frantic hand she drew : 
•* I come, Sfr James the 'Ross," she eried, 
•*ll come to follow youl*" . 

The hilt she lean*d against the ground, 

'And'bftr*d tier snowy breast i 
Then fell upon her lover's face, 

AAd mafc toendAess rest. 
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THE fisherman's SAIL.* 

KMOX. 

As th^ fisherman sat, at the close of the daj, 
Aboftf^ of bis boat in a creek of tbe baj,. 
Amending bis net, and enjoying anew 
The numerous draught which at morning be drew ; 
The moorings were broke bj a sweep of the gale. 
And away and away went the fisherman's saiL 

He looked for the canvass, he look*d for the oar; 
He look*d all in vain— they were both on the shore ; 
He look'd to the beach, where his wife in her grief 
Was holding her hands up to Heaven for relief; 
He caught on the breezes the voice of her wail. 
As away and away went the fisherman's saiL 

How fearful to him was that wearisome night, 
'Mid the sea in its rage, and the storm in its might ! 
How often he thought, 'mid the wind and the rain. 
Of tlie children and spouse he should not see again ! 
He wept ; but his tears were of little avail-— 
For away and away went the fisherman's sail* 

At morning he gaz'd on a desolate scene 
Of turbulent waters, all pathless and green ; 
He look'd to the south, and be look'd to the north. 
But no sun-ray of hope 'mid the tempest canae 

forth : 
ile tried if a prayer might with Heaven prevail- 
But away and away went the fisherman's sail. 

* This beautiAil Bolted was never before ptiaifefiA<-~'fitt. 
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Three days and three nights o*er the fathomless 

seas, 
As light as a leaf that is blown by the breese, 
Jn spite of the hunger that gnaw*d at his heart, 
Tn spite of the tear-drop that often would start, 
Jn spite of the prayer that was breath*d without 

fail- 
Away and away went the fisherman*s sail. 

At morning the fourth, by the light oFits star, 
A bark steer*d along the faorison afiur : 
His bosom reviv'd with the flutter of bop^ 
His cheek too was wet with an exquisite drop ; 
But she aotm dtsappeaar*d without hearing his hail-* 
And away and away went the fisherman's saiL 

At morning the fifth, be seem'd drifting away 
To a desolate island, all rocky and grey ; 
O God ! it were sweet there to live and to die. 
Though no mortal were near, thongb^iio creature 

were nigh ! 
Henear'dit — he pass*d— for bis etBarta were frail — 
And away and away weut the fisherman's sail. 

At last, like an arrow just shot from the bow, 
To that region cyf darkness, and iceberg, and snow, 
Where the polar night slumbers for months on the 

main, 
Where no mortal could ever behold him Again, 
Where his bones should repose with the bear and 

the whale- 
Away and away went the fisherman's soil. 



F3 
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JOHN GILPIN. 

COWFXIU 

John Gilpin was a citizen 

Of credit and renown, 
A train.band captain eke was be 

Of famous London town. 

John Gilpin*s spouse said to her dear— 
** Thoaj^ wedded we have been 

These twice ten tedious years, yet we 
No holiday have seen. 

" To morrow is our wedding>day, 
And we will then repair 
Unto the Bell at Edmonton, 
All in a chaise and pair. 

"^My sister and my sister's child, 
Myself and children three. 
Will fill the chaise ; so you mu9t ride 
On horseback after we." 

He soon replied—" I do admire 

Of woman-kind but one. 
And you are she, my dearest dear, 

Therefore it shall be done. 

*' I am a linen-draper bold, 

As all the world dotli know ; 
And my good friend, Tom Callender, 
Will lend his horse to go," 
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Quoth Mrs Gilpin— *< That's well said ; 

And, for that wine is dear, 
We will be furnished with our own, 

Which is both bright and clear." 

John Gilpin kt8S*d his loving wife; 

0*eijoy*d was he to find, 
TTiat though on pleasure she was bent, 

She had a frugal mind. 

The morning came, the chaise was brought. 

But yet was not aUow*d 
To drive up to the door, lest all 

Should say that she was proud. 

So three doors off the chaise was staid. 

Where they did all get in ; 
Six precious souls ! and all agog 

To dash through thick ana thin. 

Smack went the whip, round went the wheels, 

Were never folks so glad ; 
The stones did rattle underneath. 

As if Cheapdde were mad. 

John Gilpin at his horse*s side 

Seiz*d fast the flowing mane, 
And up he got in haste to ride. 

But soon came down again. 

For saddle-tree scarce reach*d had he. 

His journey to begin, 
When, turning round his head, he saw 

Three customers come In. 

So down he came ; for loss of time, 
Althoujgh it griev'd him sore. 
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Ttt Ion of pence, fiiU «dl he kne«r> 
Would trouble bintiQiich non. 

'Twas long before the cuatomen 

Were suited to their miud, 
When Betty, sereamiQg, <^flM detrn atain^ 
The wioe is left behisd i" 
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** Good lack !" quolh be; <* yet Jtfing it me^ 
My leathern belt likewise^ 
In which X bear my triu^ wwmd 
When I do exerdae." 



Now Mrs Gilpin— careful aoul! 

Had two stone bottles found. 
To hold the liquor wbiob ahe Ifff'd, 

And keep it wfe and aowMl. 

Each bottle had a curling ear, 
Through which the belt he drew ; 

And hung a bottle on each aidc^ 
To make his balance true. 

Then over all, that be might be 

£quipp*d from top to toe, 
His long red dook, well bruth'd and neat, 

He manfully did tbreir. 

Now see him mounted onee Again 

Upon his nimble steed, 
RiU slowly pacing o'er tbe.stORfli^ 

With caution and good heed. 

But finding «eon a smoother xoad 

Beneath his well- shod feet, 
The snorting beast bc^n to tflot, 

Which 4f»XVd him in bis 
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So ** Fair «nd softly/* Mm did crj: 

But John ho cried in vain ; 
That trot became a gallop soon 

In spite of curb and rein. 

So, stooping down, as he needs must 

Who cannot sit upright, 
He grasp'd the mane with both his hands, 

And ike with all his might. 

The horsey who never bad before 

Been handled in this kind, 
Affrighted fled ; and, as he flew. 

Left all the world behind. 



Away 'Weot Gilpin, neck or aoiigfaty 

Away went bat and wig ; 
He little dreamt when he set ou^ 

Of running such a rig. 

The wind did blow, the cloak did fly, 
Like streamer long and gay ; 

Till, loop and button failing both, 
At last it flew away. 

Xlien might all people wdl discern 

The bottles he bad slung; 
A bottle swinging at each side^ 

As hath been said or sung. 

The dogs did bark, the ehildren scream-d. 

Up flew the wjndows all ; 
And every soul cried out, " Well done !" 

As loud as be could.bawl. 

Away went Gilpin— who but he ! 
His fame soon spread around-* • 
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" He carries wdght !— Jie rides a race !— < 
*Tis for a thousand pound !" 

And still, as fast as he drew near, 

*Twas wonderful to view, 
How, in a trice, the tampike men 

Their gates wide open threw. 

And now, as be went bowing down 
His reeking head full low, 

The bottles t^in behind his back 
Were shatter'd at a blow. 

Down ran the wine into the road, 

Most piteous to be seen. 
And made his horse's flanks to smoke^ 

As he had basted been. 

But still he seem*d to carry weight, 
With leathern girdle brac*d ; 

For all might see tbe bottle necks 
Still dangling at his waist. 

Thus, all through merry Islington, 
These gambols he did play, 

Until he came unto the Wadi 
Of Edmonton so gay. 

And there he .threw the Wash about 
On both sides of the way ; 
' Just like unto a trundling mop, 
Or a wild goose at play. 

At Edmonton, his loving wife, 

From the balcony, spied 
Her t<inder husband, wondering much 

To see how he did ride. 



" Stop, stop, John Gilpin ! here's the bouse !" 

They all at once did cry ; 
" The dinner waits, and we are tir'd !** 

Said Gilpin—" So am I !" 

But, ah ! his horse was not a whit 

Inclin*d to tarry there ; 
For why ? — his owner had a house 

Full ten miles off, at Ware. 

So like an arrow swift he 6ew 

Shot by an archer strong ; 
So did he fly — Which brings me to 

The middle of my song. 

Away went Gilpin, out of breath. 

And sore against his will, 
Till at his/riend Tom Callender's 

His horse at last stood still. 

Tom Callender surpris*d to see 

His friend in such a trim, ^ 

Laid down his pipe, flew to the gate, 

And thus accosted him— 

" What news, what news.'-^the tidings tell : 
Make haste and tell me all ! 
Say, why bareheaded you are come, 
Or why you come at all?" 

Now Gilpin had a pleasant wit, ^ 

And lov*d a timely joke ; 
And thus unto Tom Callender, 

In merry strains, he spoke— 

*' I come because your horse would, come ; 
And if I well forebode, 
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My bat and wig wfll'scxm be bave^ 
They are upon the road." 

Tom Callender, right glad to find 

His friend in merry pin, 
Return'd him not a aingte word, 

But to the house went in. 

Whence straight he came with hat and wig, 

A 'wig that flow'd behind, 
A hat not much the worse for wear; 

Each comely in its kind. 

He held them up, and in his tarn 
Thus fihew*d bb ready wit— 
" My head is twice as big as yomrs, 
They therefore needs mast fit. 

** But let me scrape the dirt away 
That hangs upon your face ; 
And stop and eati->f6r well you may- 
Be in a hungry case !** 

Said John — " It is my wedding day; 

And all the world would stare, 
If wife should dine at Edmonton, 

And I should dine at Ware." 

So turning to bis horse, he said^ 

'* I am in haste to dine ; 
'Twas for your pleasure you came here, 

You shall go back for mine." 

Ah ! luckless word, and bootless boost, 

For which he paid full dear; 
For, while he spoke, a braying 

Did sing most loud and dear: 
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Wbereat bis hone did snort, as be 

Had heard a Hon roar; 
And gallop'd off, with all his might. 

As he had done before. 

Away went Gilpin — and away 

Went Gilpin's hat and wig; 
He lost them sooner than at first; 

For why? They were too big. 

Now, Mrs Gilpin, when she saw 

Her husband posting down 
Into the country far away, 

She puU*d out half-a-crown : 

And thus unto the youth she said 
That drove them to the Bell, 
<* This shall be yours, when you bring back 
My husband safe and welL" 

The youth did ride, and soon did meet 

John coming back amain ; 
Whom in a trice he tried to stop. 

By catching at his rein ; 

But not performing what be meanly 

And gladly would baye done. 
The frighted steed he frighted more, 

And made him faster run. 

AvrB^ went Gilpi^— and away 

Went post-boy at his heels ; 
The post-boy's horse right glad to miss 

The lumb'ring of the wheels. 



Six gentlemen upon the road. 
Thus seeing Gilpin fly. 
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With post-boy 8camp*ring in tiie rear. 
They rais*d the hue and cry. 

<< Stop thief! — stop thief! — a highwayman !" 
Not one of them was mute, 
And all and each that pass*d that way. 
Did join in the pursuit. 

And now the turnpike gates again 

Flew open in short space ; 
The toll-men tiiinkiog, as before, 

That Gilpin rode a race: 

And so he did, and won it too; 

For he got first to town : 
Nor stopped, till where he had got up 

He did again get down. 

Now let us sing>— Long live the king; 

And Gilpin, long live he ; 
And when he next doth ride abroad, 

May I be there to see. 



LEONORA. 
From the G€rman of JBUrger. 

At break of day with frightful dreams 
Leonora struggled sore ; 
« My William, art thoo slain," said she, 
" Or dost thou love no more?^ 

He went abroad with Richard's hos^ 
The Paynim foes to quell ; 



0» BAIXAIX 139 

But he no word to her bad wrote 
If he were sick or well. . 

With sound of trump, and beat of drunit 

His fellow-soldiers come ; 
Their helms bedecked with oaken boughs, 

They seek their long*d-for home. 

And every road and every lane 

Was full of old and young, 
To gaxe at the rejoicing band, 

To hail: with gladsome tongue. 

** Thank God !" their wives and bhildren said, 
*' Welcome !** the brides did say ; 
But greet or kiss Leonora gave 
To none upon that day. 

She ask*d of all the passing train 

For him she wish'd to see ; 
But none of all the passing train 

Could tell if lived he. 

And when the soldiers idl were by, 

She tore her raven hair, 
And east herself upon the ground, 

In furious despair. 

Her moUier ran, and lift her up, 
And clasped in her arm, 
" My child, my child, what dost thou ail ? 
God shield thy life from harm ! ' 
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« O mother, mother, William's gonei 
What's all beside to me ? 
There is no mercy, sore, above ; 
All, all were spared but he." 
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** Kneeldown, thy pateroostier say, 
* Twill calm thy troubled sp*rifc: 
The Lord is wise, the Lord is good ; 
What he hath done is right." 



" O mother, mother, say not 
Most cruel is my fate ; 
I pray*d, and pray*d— but what avail*d ? 
'Tis now, alas ! too late." 
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Our heavenly Father, if we pray. 

Will help a suffering child ; 
Go take the holy sacrament, 
. So shall thy grief grow mild.** 



'* O mother, what I feel within 
No sacrament can stay ; 
No sacrament can teach the dead 
To bear the. sight of day.' 
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" May be^ among the heathen folk. 
Thy William false doth proves 
And puts away his faith and troth. 
And tdces another love : . 

" Then wherefore sorrow for his loss? 
Thy moans are all in vain : 
And when his soul and body part, 
His falsehood brings him pain.** 

" O mother, mother I he is gone^ 
My hope is all forlorn ; 
The grave my only safeguard is,— 
O, had I ne*er been bom ! 

" Go oat, go out, my lamp of life ! 
In grisly darkness die ; 
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There is no mercy, sor^ abore ! 
For ever let me die." 

'* Almighty God ! O do not judge 
My poor unhappy child ; 
She knows not what her lips pronounce, 
Her anguish makes her wild. 

** My girl, forget thine earthly woe, 
And think on God and bliss ! 
For so, at least, shall not thy soul 
Its heavenly bridegroom miss.'* 

** O mother, mother ! what is bliss, 
And what the fiendis cell ? 
With him 'tis heaven any where^ 
Without my William, hell. 

*' Go out, g^ out, my lamp of life ! 
In endless darkness die : 
Without him, I must loath the earth. 
Without him» scorn the sky.' 
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And so despair did rave and rage 

Athwart her boiling veins ; 
Against the providence of Heaven 

She hurl'd her impious strains. 

She beat her breast, and wrung her hands, 

And roll*d her tearless eye. 
From rise of mom till the pale stars 

Again did freak the sky. 

When hark ! abroad she heard the tramp 

Of nimble-hoofed steed ; 
She heard a knight with clank- alight, 

And climb the stair in speed. • 
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And eoon she heard a tinkliog hand. 

That twirled at the pin ; 
And through her door, that open*d not^ 

These words were breached in. 

« What ho ! what bo ! thy door undo; 
Art watching or asleep ? 
My love, dost yet remember me^ 
And dost thou laugh or weep ?** 

<<Ah! William, here so late al night? 
Oh ! I have watch 'd and wak*d ; 
Whence dost thou come ? for thy reCura 
My heart hath sorely aeb*d." 
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At midnight only we may ride i 
I come o'er laod and sea : 

I mounted late, but soon I go ; 
Arisen and come mth me*** 



" O ! William, enter first my bower. 
And give me one embrace t 
The blasts athwart the hawthorn hiss ; 
Await a little space." 

<*^The blasts athwart the hawthorn hitf> 
I may not harbour here ; 
My spur is sharp, my courser paws, 
My hour of flight is near. 

" All as thou liest upon the conch. 
Arise, and mount behind ; 
To-night we*ll ride a thousand miles. 
The bridal bed to find.' 



»* 



" How ! ride to-night a thousand miles ! 
Thy love thou dost bemock : 



<l 
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Elevea i» the stroke that still 
Rings on within the dock.** 

Look up ; th^ vaooa is bright^ and fre 

Outstride the earthly men : 
1*11 take thee to the bridal bed. 

And night shall end but then.'* 

" And where is then thy house and home ; 

And where thy bridal bed ?" 
** 'Tis narrow, silent, chilly, dark ; 

Far hence I rest my head," - 

** And is there any room for me^ 

Wherein that I may creep?*' 
" There's room enough for thee and m^ 

Wherein that we may sleep, 

m 

'^ All as thou h'est upon thy couch, 
Arise, no longer stop; 
The wedding- guests thy coming wait. 
The chamber door is ope.'* 

Then suddenly, as there she lay, 

Upon his horse she sprung ; 
And with her lily bands so pale 

About her William clung. 

And hurry-sknrry forth they go^ 

Unheeding wet or dry ; 
And horse and rider snort and blow, 

And sparkling pebbles fly. 

How swift the flood, the mead, the wood, 

Aright, aleft, are gone ! 
The bridges thunder as they pass. 

But earthly sound is none. 
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Tramp, tramp, across the land Ifaey speed; 
Splash, splash/ across the sea : 
" Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace ; 
Dost ftar to ride with me? 

" The moon is bright, and blue the night. 
Dost quake the blast to stem ? 
Dost shudder, maid, to seek the dead?'* 
^ JHOf no ; but what of them? 

<< How glumly sounds yon dirgy song ; 
Night ravens flap the wing ; 
What knell doth slowly toll ding-dong? 
The psalms of death who sing ? 

" It creeps, the swarthy funeral train, 
The corse is on the bier ; 
Like A-oak of toads from lonely muirs, 
The chant doth meet the ear." 

*' Cro bear her corse, when midnight's pas^ 
With song, and tear, and wail ; 
I've got my wife, I take her hom&— 
My hour of wedlock, hail ! 

" Lead forth, O clerk, the chanting dioir, - 
To swell our nuptial song ; 
Come, priest, and read the blessing soon, 
For we are all too long.'* 

They heed his call, and hush'd the sound, 
The bier was seen no more ; 

And foUow'd him o'er field and flood 
Tet faster than before. 

Halloo ! halloo ! away they go, 
Unheeding wet or dry ; . 
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And bone and rider snort and blow, 
And sparkling pebbles Hj. 

How swift the hill, bow swift the dale, 

Aright, aleft, are gone ! 
By hedge and tree, by thorp and town, 

They gallop, gallop on. 

Tramp, tramp, across the land they speed ; 
Splash, splash, across the sea : 
** Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace ; 
Dost fear to ride with me ? 

" lAK>k up, look up, an airy crew 
In roundel dances reel : 
The moon Is bright, and blue the night ; 
May*st dimly see them wheel. 

'* Come to, come to, ye ghostly crew, 

Come to, and follow me ; 
. And dance for us the wedding dance. 

When we asleep shall be." 

And brush, brush, brush, the ghostly crew 
Come wheeling o'er their heads, 

All rustling like the wither*d leaves 
That wide the whirlwind spreads. 

Halloo ! halloo ! away tbey go, 

Unheeding wet or dry ; 
And horse and rider snort and blow, 

And sparkling pebbles fly. 

And all that in the moonshine lay 

Behind them fled afar ; 
And backward scudded, over-head, 

The sky, and every star. 
G 
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Tnmop, tramp, across the land they spMd, 
Splash, splash, across the sea : 
** Hurrah ! the dead can ride apace ; 
Dost fear to ride with rae ? 

" I ween tiie cock prepares to crow ; 
The sand will soon be run : 
I snuff the early morning air — 
Down, down ! our work is done. 

** The dead, the dead can ride apace ; 
Our wedding here is fit : 
Our race is rode, our journey o*er, 
pur endless union knit." 

And, lo ! an iron grated ^te 
Soon beckons to their view : 

He crack*d his whip-— the clanging bolts, 
The doors, asunder flew. 

They pass, and 'twas on graves they trod : 
*' *Tis hither we are bound.** 

And many a tomb-stone, ghostly white, 
Lay in the moonshine round. 

And when he from his steed alight. 
His armour black as cinder, 

Did mouldei^ moulder all away. 
As it were made of tinder. 

His head became a naked skuU ; 

No hair nor eyes had he : 
His body grew a skeleton, 

Erewbile so blyth to see. 

And at his dry and bony heel 
No spur was left to be ; 



u 
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And in his witber*d hand you might 
The scythe and hour-glass see. 



And lo I his steed did 'gin to smoke 

And charnel fires outbreathe ; 
And pard, and bleacb'd, then vanished quite 

The maid from underneath. 

And hollow bowlings hung in air, 

And shrieks from vaults arose jo- 
Then knew the maid she might no more 
Her living eyes unclose. 

But onward to the judgment-seat^ 
Through mist and moonlight drear, 

The ghostly crew their flight pursue, 
And hollow in her ear:— 

Be patient, though thine heart should break. 

Arraign not Heaven *s decree; 
Thou now art of thy body reft, 

Thy soul forgiven be !** 



MONSIEUR TONSOK. 



LEE LEWIS. 



Theks liv'd, as Fame reports, in days i^ yOre, 
At least some fifty years ago or more, 

A pleasant wight, in town, yclep*d Tom King ; 
A fellow that was clever at a joke, 
Expert in all tbe arts to teaze and smoke. 

Id short, for strokes of humour quite the thing. 



148 THE COMMONnPLACE BOOK 

To many a jovial club Tom King was known, 
With whom .his active wit unrivall'd shone — 

Choice spirit, grave free>mason, buck and blood, 
Would crowd his stories and bon mots to hear; 
And none a disappointment e*er could fear, > 

Tom*8 humour flow*d in such a copious flood. 

To him a frolic was a high delight-— 

A frolic Tom would hunt for, day and night, 

Careless how Prudence on the sport might 
frown. 
If e*er a pleasant mischief sprang in view. 
At once o*er hedge and ditch away Tom flew. 

Nor left the game till he had run it down. 

One night our hero, rambling with a friend. 
Near fam*d St Giles's cl)anc*d his course to 

bend, 
. Just by that spot the Seven Dials higfat : 
*Twas silence all around, clear was the coast, 
The watch, as usual, dozing on his post. 

And scarce a lamp displayed a twinkling light. 

Around this place there liv*d the numerous clans 
Of honest, plodding, foreign artisans, 

Known at that time by name of Refugees— 
The rod«of Persecution from their home 
Compeird the inoffensive race to roam ; 

And here they lighted, like a swarm of bees. 

Tom and his friend were saunt*ring through the 

street. 
In hopes some food for humour soon to meet, 
, When, in a window near, a light they view ; 
And, though a dim and melancholy ray, 
It seem*d the prologue to some merry play ; 
So tow'rds the gloomy dome our hero drew. 



OF BALLAD. 149 

Straigbi at the door Tom gave a tfaund'ring knodc ; 
(The time, we may suppose, near two o'clock) ; 
" I*U ask," says King, " if Thomson lodges 
here."— 
<' Thoiiison !" cries t'other, *< Who the devil's 

he?" 
** I know not," King replies, " but want to see 
What kind of animal will now appear." 

After some time a little Frenchman came. 

One hand display'd a rush-light's trembling flame, 

The other held the thing they call culotte ; 
An old strip'd woollen night>cap grac'd bis bead, 
A tatter'd waistcoat o*er one shoulder spread,*— 

Scarce balf-awake, he heav'd a yawning note. 

Though thus untimely rous'd, he courteous smil'd. 
And soon address'd our wag in accents mild, 

Bending his head politely to his knee,— - 
'< Pray, Sare, vat vant you, dat you come so late ? 
I beg your pardon, Sare, to make you vait ; 

Fray, tell me, Sare, vat your commands vid 
me?" 

*' Sir," replied King, ** I merely thought to know, 
As by your house I chanc'd to-night to go ;— 

But really, I disturbed your sleep, I fear ;— - 
I say, I thought that you, perhaps, could tell. 
Among the folks who in this street may dwell. 

If there's a Mr Thomson lodges here?* 



>»» 



The shiv'ring Frenchman, though not pleas'd to 

find 
Tbe business of thb unimportant kind, 
Too simple to suspect 'twas meant in jeer. 
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SbiTigg*d out a sigh that thus his rest should bntk, 
Then with unalter'd courtesy he spake,— 

** "SOf Saie ; no Monsieur Tonson logea here." 

Our wag begg*d pardon, and towards home he sped, 
While the poor Frenchman crawl'd again to bed. 

But King resolv*d not thus to drop the jest: 
So the next night, with more of whim than graoe^ 
Again he made a visit to the place. 

To break once more the poor old Freiichiiian*s 
rest. 

Tom'knockM,— but waited longer than before ; 
No footstep Beem*d approaching to the door ; 

Our Frenchman lay in such a sleep profound 
Tom with the knocker thunder'd then again, 
JFirm on his post determined to remain ; 

And oft, indeed, he made the door resound* 

At last Tom hears him o*er die passage creep, 
Wond'ring what fiend again disturb*d his sleep : 

The wag salutes him with a civil leer ; 
Thus drawling out, to heighten the surprise, 
(While the poor Frenchman rubb*d his heavy eyes) 

<* Is there-~a Mr Thomson— -lodges here ?" 

The Frenchman falter'd with a kind of fright,^ 
'* Vy, Sare, I'm sure I tell you, Sara, last night,*'— 

(And here he laboured with a sigh sincere), 
" No Monsieur Tonson in de varld I know ; 
No Monsieur Tonson here, — I told you so : 

Indeed, Sare^ dere no Monsieur Tonson kges 
here.*' 

. Some more excuses tendered, off King goes ; 
And the old Frenchman sought once more repose. 
The rogue next night pursued his odd career;— 
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"Twas long, indeed, before the man came nigh, 
And then he utter*d, in a piteous cry,—- 

" Sare, 'pon my sou], no Monsieur Ton son 
here!" 

Our sportive wight his usual visit paid, 

And the next night came forth a prattling maid ; 

Whose tongue, indeed, than any jack went faster. 
Anxious she strove Tom's errand to inquire ; 
He said, ** *Twas vain her pretty tongue to tire ; 

He should not stir till he had seen her master." 

The damsel then began, in doleful state. 
Tint Frenchman's broken slnmbers to relate. 

And begg'd he'd call at proper time of day — 
Tom told her, she must fetch her master down, 
A cdiaise was ready-^e was leaving town. 

But first had much of deep concern to say. 

Thus urg'd, she went the snoring man to call. 
And long, indeed, was she oblig'd to bawl, 

£re she could rouse the torpid lump of day. 
At last he wake^— he rises— 4tnd he swears ; 
But scarody had be totter'd down the stairs, 

When Tom attacks him in die usual way. 

The Frenchman now perceiv'd 'twas all in vain 
To this tormentor mildly to complain, 

And straight in rage began his crest to rearr— 
" Sare, vat the devil make you treat me so ? 
Sare, I inform you, Sare, tree nights ago ; 

Got tam ! I swear no Monsieur Tonson here." 

True as the night, Tom went, and heard a strife 
Between the harass'd Frenchman and his wife. 
Which should descend to chase the fiend away ; 
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At length to join their forces diey agree. 
And straight impetuously they turn the key, 
Frepar'd with mutual fury for the fray. 

Our herOi with the firmness of a rock. 
Collected to receive the mighty shock. 

Uttering the old inquiry, calmly stood—- 
The name of Thomson rais'd the storm so higb, 
Tom deem'd it then the safest plan to fly, 

With—" Well, I'll call whefl you're in gender 
mood." 

In short, our hero, with the same intent, 

Full many a night to plague the Frenchman went— 

So fond of mischief was the wicked wit. 
They throw out water, for the watch they call, 
But Tom expecting, still escapes from all- 
Monsieur at last was forc*d his house to quit 

It happen'd that our wag, abont this time^ 

On some fair prospect sought the Eastern dime: 

Six lingering years were there his tedious lot: 
At length content, amid his rip'ning store, 
Tom treads again on Britain's happy shore. 

And his long absence is at once forgot. 

To London with impatient hope Tom flies, 
And the same night, as former freaks arise, 

Tom fain must stroll, the well-known haunt to 
trace. 
** Ah! here'sthescene of frequent mirth," Tom said; 
*' My poor old Frenchman, I suppose, is dead : 

Egad ! I'll knock, and see who holds his place." 

With rapid strokes Tom makes the mansion roar, 
And while he eager eyes the op'ning door, 
Lo ! who obeys the knocker's rattling peal? 
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Wby, e'en our little Frenchman— «tniBge to say, 
He took bis old abode that y&rj day-^ 
Capricious turn of sportive fortune's wheel. 

Without one thought of the relentless foe. 
Who, fiend-like, haunted him six years ago, 

Just in his former trim he noiv^ appears : - 
The waistcoat and the night-cap seem'd the same, 
With rush.h'ght, as before, he creeping came. 

And Tom*s detested voice astonished hears. 

As if some hideous spectre struck his sight, 
His senses seem'd bewilder'd with affright : 

His face, indeed, bespoke a heart full sore--^ 
Then starting, he exclaimed, in rueful strain, 
'* Begar ! here's Monsieur Tonson come again !" 

Away he ran-**«nd ne'er was heard of more. 



HEN6IST AND MEY. 
MICKLK. 

In ancient days, when Arthur reign'd, 

Sir Elmer bad no peer ; 
And no young knight, in all the land, 

The ladies lov'd so dear. 

His sister Mey, the fairest maid 

Of all the virgin train, 
Won every heart at Arthur's court; 

But all their love was vain. 

In vain they lov'd, in vain they vow'd, 
Her heart they could not move ; 

G 3 
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Yet, at the evening hour of prayer, 
Her mind was lost in lo?e ! 

The abbess saw, the abbess knew. 
And urg*d her to explain ;— 
" O ! name the gentle youth to me^ 
'And his consent I'll gain." 

Long urg*d, long tir*d, fair Mey replied, 
" His name— -how can I say?— 

An angel, from the fields above, 
Has rapt my heart away ! 

" But once, alas ! and never more, 
HtB lovely form I spy'd. 
One evening by the sounding shore, 
All by the greenwood side. 



« 



His eyes to mine the love confest 
That glow*d with mildest grace ; 

His courtly mien, and purple vest. 
Bespoke his princely race : . 



** Yet, when he heard my father's horn. 
Fast to his ships he fled ; 
Ah ! while I sleep, his graceful form 
Still hovers round my bed. 

« Sometimes, all clad in armour bright. 
He shakes a warlike lance ; 
And now, in courtly garments dight, 
He leads the sprightly dance. 

" His hair, as black as raven's wing ; 
His skin, as Christmas snow ; 
His cheeks outvie the blush of morn ; 
His lips like rosebuds glow : 
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<< His limbs, his arms, bis stature, sbap*d 
By nature's finest hand ; 
His sparkling eyes— declare him bom 
To love, and to command !" 

The live-long year fair Mey bemoaned 

Her hopeless pining love ; 
But when the balmy spring returned, 

And summer cloth*d the grove, 

AH round by pleasant Humber side 

The Saxon banners flew, 
And to Sir Elmer's castle gates 

The spearmen came in view. 

Fair blush*d the mom, when Mey look'd o'er 

The castle walls so sheen ; 
And, lo ! the warlike Saxon youth 

Were sporting on the green. 

There He^gist, Offa's eldest son, 
Lean'd on his burnish'd lance, 

And all the armed youth around 
Obey'd his manly glance. 

His locks, as black as raven's wing, 

Adown his shoulders flow'd ; 
His cheeks outvied the blush of mom, 

His lips like rosebuds glow'd : 

And soon the lovely form of ^ey 

Has caught bis piercing eyes ; 
He gives the sign, the bands retire^ 

While, big with love, he sighs— 

*< Of thou ! for whom I dar'd the seas. 
And came vjritb peace or war, 
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Oh-— by the cross that vdk thy brasst— 
Relieve thy lover's care ! 

" For thee 1*11 quit my father's throne ; 
With thee, the wilds eiplore; 
Or with thee share the British crown, 
With thee the cross adore !'* 

Beneath the timorous virgin blush, 
With love's soft warmth she glows; 

So, blushing through the dews of mom, 
Appears the opening rose ! 

'Twas now the hour of morning prayer. 
When men their sins bewail ; 

And Elmer heard King Arthur's bom 
Shrill sounding through the dale. 

The pearly tears from Mey's bright eyes 

Like April dew-drops fell. 
When, frith a parting dear embrace. 

Her brother bade iarewell. 

The cross with sparkling diamonds bright, 
That veil'd her snowy breast, 

With prayers to heaven, her lily hands 
Have fiz'd on Eldaer's vest. 

Now with five hundred bowmen true. 
He march'd across the plain ; 

Till with his gallant yeomanry 
He join 'd King Arthur's train. 

Full forty thousand Saxon spears 
Came glittering down the hill. 

And with their shouts, and clang of arms, 
The distant valleys fill. 
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Old Offa, dress'd in Odin's garb, 

Assum*d the hoary god ; 
And Hengist, like the warlike Tbor, 

Before the horsemen rode* 

With dreadful rage the combat bums ; 

The captains shout amain ; 
And Elmer's tall victorious spear 

Far glances o'er the plain : 

To stop its course, young Hengist flew 

Like lightning o'er the field ; 
And soon his eyes the well known cross 

On Elmer's vest beheld. 

The slighted lorer swellM his breast^ 

His eyes shot living fire ; 
And all his martial heat before 

To this was wild desire. 

On fais imagin'd rivars front 
With whirlwind speed he prest, 

And, glancing to the sun, his sword 
Resounds on Elmer's crest 

The foe gave way ; the princely youth 

With heedless rage pursued. 
Till trembling in his cloven helm 

Sir Elmer's javelin stood. 

He bow'd his head— slow dropp'd his spear. 
The reins slipt through his hand ; 

And, stain'd with blood, his stately corse 
Lay breathless on the strand. 

" O, bear me off !*' Sir Elmer cried ; 
" Before my painful sight 
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' 



The combat swi ms —y et Heogist's ytet 
I claim as victor's right' 



It 



Brave Hengist*s fall the Saxons saw, 

And all in terror fled : 
The bowmen to bis castle gates 

The brave Sir Ekner led. 

*< O wash my wounds, my sister dear! 
O ! pull this Saxon dart, 
That whissing from young Hengist*s arm 

Has almost pierc*d my heart. | 

" Yet in my hall his vest shall hang ; 

And Britons yet unborn I 

Shall, with the trophies of to-day, | 

Their solemn feasts adorn.** I 

All trembling, Mey beheld the vest : i 

« Oh, Merlin !** loud she cried, 
" Thy words are true ! my slaughter*d love 
Shall have a breathless bride. . 

" Oh, £lmer^-£imer ! boast no more. 
That low thy Hengist lies ! 
Oh, Hengist ! cruel was thine arm ; 
My brother bleeds and dies !** 

She spake— the roses left her cheeks, 

And life*s warm spirit fled : 
SOf nipt by winter's withering blast, 

The snow-drop bows the head. 

Yet parting life one struggle gave : 
She lifts her languid eyes ; 
'* Return, my Hengist ! Ob return. 
My s]aughter*d love !** she ciiea. 
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*< O ! still he lives ! he smiles again ! 
With all his grace he moves ! 
I corneal come— where bow nor spear 
Shall more disturb our loves !** 

She spake — she died. The Saxon dart 
Was drawn from Elmer's side ; 

And thrice he calFd his sister, Mey ; 
And thrice he groan'd— then died. 

Where in the dale a moss-grown cross 
. O'ershades an aged thorn, 
Sir £lmer*s and young Hengist*s corse 
Were by the spearmen borne. 

And there, all clad in robes of white, 

With many a sigh and tear, 
The village maids to Hengist*s grave 

Did Mey*8 fair body bear ! 

And there, at dawn and fall of day, 
All from the neighbouring groves. 

The turtles wail in widow*d notes, 
And sing their hapless loves. 
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glengonar's wassail.^ 

▲ TALE OF ETT&ICK FORBST. 
G. 



Glevoovak^s wtauul raut wm gay, 
And wine, and mirth, and music flow'd ; 

With lustre, brighter than the day, 

Each turret-tower and casement glow*d. 

Cold drove the rain— November's wind 
Sang to the night with dreary din : 

A wamlerer came, but did not find 
A heart or hand to let him in. 

The chambering sounds mix'd with the blast, 
Till the pale streaks of morning rose. 

When, staggering from the rich repast. 
Each languid reveller sought repose. 

White were their silken couches spread^ — 

Yet stiller the old stranger lay 
Without the gate, on clay-cold bed, 

All bare and bleach*d his tresses gray. 

Death had been there, and all was past— 
He'll need no sheltering mansion more ; 



« This beautiful and romantic baUad was never befcwe 
pubUahed. It will be particularly interesting to those who 
are acquainted with the wild Highland scenery where the 
story islaid. The " Gray Mare's Tail,'* which is the catanKt 
alluded to in the ballad, is the greatest waterfoll in the south 
oi Scotland ; it forms p^rt of a rivulet issuing fh>m JLoch 
Skene-*a beautifUl sheet of water, situate on the top of a 
mountain^— £i(i 
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Grasped in his meagre arms lay fast 
The cross— ~*twas all his pilgrim store. 

Yet on Glengonar's festal hall 

His eye was 6x*cl, with glassy stare ; 

But misery's imploring call 
No door had ever opened there. 

No pitying friend was o*er him bent,^ 
To breathe the last lamenting wail ; 

By naked spray his dirge was blent 
In cadence with the whistling gale. 

Clear, from his horizontal sphere, 

The sun beamM on each chamber wall ; 

Yet feverish sleep was loath to hear 
The merry morn's awakening call. 

The bagpipie's clamour warning brought. 
The bugle sounded three times three : 

Joy to the drunkard's morning thought ; 
Peace to the dead where'er they be ! 

Glengonar rose, and saw the light 
Shine on his hills and valleys wide ; 

But started at a nearer sight, 

That aye should huipble human pride. 

He saw the pilgrim's body lye, 

Sti£f*, on the path by gate- way door : 

O, death ! thy ghastly livery 

Thou giv'st alike to prince and boor ! 

What son of dust hath ever bent 

His eye where thou hast set thy seal ; 

Or trac'd a single lineament 
Of thy stem face, and did not feel? 
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Glengooar, jocund, Knigbt the spot 
From lattice view'd without dbmay. 

And turn*d the cone up with his foot, 
But came not in such mood away. 

The cross — the ann— the eye at rest^ 
The hollow cheek, and steadfast gaze. 

Sunk in his soul, and there imprest 
An image time could not erase. 



How far and wide spread the domain 
That chieftain from his fathers own*d ! 

His tower, pil'd on the granite vein, 

Seem'd Ust'ning to the thundering bound 

Of the dark stream that roll'd below, 
Half vaulted by the splinter'd rock. 

Whose rifts and gapings serv*d to show 
The giant trunks of blasted oak. 

How many an ample field and wood 
Were lorded from that ancient dome ; 

And heath and mountain solitude, 
Where wlng*d and antler*d tenants roam ! 

Breathy there a man of sordid heart. 
Whose pulses bound not at such scenes ? 

Let him alone to play his part 
In dull and dingy city lanes. 

O ! let him never hear the peal 

Of nature through the welkin borne ; 

The stirring burst he cannot feel 

When starts the hound and sounds the horn. 

For days Glengonar*s banquet spread^ 
Duly as light forsook the sky ; 
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For days be only left his bed 
To raise the rout and reveb'y. 

Yet of^ *inid joys around, the chief 
Seem*d deaf to the carousing din, 

And striving with stmie hidden grief. 

That gnaw*d and worm*d^his heart within. 

He strode one mom bis terrace gray, 
But shrunk the blessed light to view, 

Though scarce a cloud appear*d to stray 
Across the deep ethereal blue. 

** My honoured guests,*' be cried, *< prepare, 
And every nerve and fibre brace ; 
On wild Polxsoody's heights a&r. 
This day, the forest brood we trace.*' 

Full soon, with fleet and lightsome speed, 
The chieftain and his kinsmen flew ; 

While neigh 'd each bounding bright-hair'd steed 
At bugle blast, and loud balloo. 

They reach'd the Yarrow's classic vale ; 

But wither'd were the banks and braes. 
Where minstrel pour'd the melting tale 

Of love and wo, in elder days : 

Where still the mountain harp is hung, 

In tune, upon the hoary thorn, 
By the sweet bard of nature strung, 

Whale far the thrilling strains are borne. 

Yarrow ! a wanderer once was thine, 

Who much, and long, and far hath seen ; 

But ne'er bath seen such bright sunshine. 
Ab lighted then thy glens of green,— 
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When Nature his young fancy woke, 
Apd life its magic tissue wove ; 

But soon the fairy spell was broke. 
And with it vanish'd hope and love ! 

Soft may thy flowing current fall, 
And undeBl'd thy sparkling rills ! 

No other stream so musical 

Has name among our Scottish hills. 

The swan its song all mournful wakes. 
And chides its plighted mate untrue^ 

Along Saint Mary's sister lakes, 
Adeep in brightest siWery blue. 

Skirting those waters pure and sheen, 
Our sportsmen scal*d the ridge*s side, 

And gain*d the heaths, where haunted Skene 
Expands its sullen hermit tide. 

O solemn was that scene, and lone ! 

For human footsteps scarce may dare 
Approach, to watch the goings on 

Of Nature's mystic workings there. 

Oft as the peasant wight impelPd 
To these untrodden paths had been. 

As oft he horror-struck beheld 

Things of unearthly shape and mien. 

Even when that solitude all still 

Is hush*d, and Sabbath seems to keep ; 

How eery comes the whistling shrill 
Of eldritch spirits from the steep ! 

While through the shadowy twilight dond 
Breaks mingled laugh, and shout^ and groan i 
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Or from the lake and torrent loud 
Tbe water-kelpie's luring moan. 

» 

Yet in that desert, dank and wan, 

The deer and dark- brown covey spring, 

And cowers the simple ptarmigan, 
On fur-clad foot and snowy wing. 

Far w^s the chase, by moor and tarn, 

Where Moodlaw*s alpine floors are spread, 

And round where Gameshope*s crusted ctfim 
Still tells where warrior dust is laid. 

Brisk was the chase ; 'twere vain to tell 

How many a basin'd quarry rest, 
And stain the faded autumn bell 

Before the sup sunk in the west. 

He sank all beamless, broad, and red, 
Through hazy shroud the white coom frown'd ; 

Glengonar felt a boding dread, 

And bade his gathering bugle sound. 

<( Truce to our sports this night," he cries, 
" What if our homeward road we miss ? 
My friends, I like not scowling skies 
In such a wilderness as this." 

That moment burst across the heaven 
Tbe levin's flash and flickering reel ; 

Tbe mountain caves seem'd wider riven * 
With echoes to the thunder peal 

That l>roke->-The winds began to groan, 
And roar like forging furnace blast ; 

Fragments of ice, and earth, and stone, 
In masses through the air were cast. 
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So sudden, loud, and fierce was hurl*d 

That horrid elemental jar, 
It seem'd as, to this upper world, 

Some demoD*troop had burst a bar. 

*Mong sloughs and rocks, bewilder'd, dark. 
They urg*d their way with bootless toil» 

Or vainly paus'd by fits to mark 
The slackening of that tempest-coil. 

Their hearts gave way, scarce noble horse 
Could flounder on in dumb dismay. 

For death itself can only force 

From his rack*d lungs a stifled bray. 

How oft the dog all cowering lay, 

And whin*d to catch his master's eye ! 

Mute friend of man in fortune's day, 
And faithful in adversity. 

3y fits the burning bolt on high 
Reliev*d the eye-lids* aniious strain. 

But only show'd deformity. 
And desolation's bleak domain ; 

Where broken heath, and marsh, and moss. 
Were stretch'd in measureless extent, 

With gully and ravine across 

Which on the blast their «>ices sent. 

Far o'er the waste, that roar'd and howl'd ; 

As darkness came with denser ray. 
With ample sackcloth sheet unroird, 

'TwiKt heaven and earth to bar their way. 

Still closer that impervious pall 

Wrapt them its gloomy folds within. 
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Till, guided by the fitful brawl. 

They found a track by streamlet linn. 

*; 'Tis Wintrope's moorland sound we bear/* 
Glengonar cried, " relief *s at hand ; 
For Meggat*s wooded banks are near. 
And sheltering halls of Henderland." 

Stranger ! if e*er with Tent'rous Ibot, 
A wandVer to those wilds you stray, 

Mark where of old a shealing hut 
Has stood, and moulder'd to decay : 

Emblem of man ! there once was seen 
Erect, and firm its clay built wall ; 

But now a riung sward of green 
Is left its lone memorial. 

That little shed was in their way ; 

They op'd its latch of feeble frame, 
Only one inmate, wrinkled, gray. 

Sat shivering by a rayless flame. 

" Who visits here ?" inquired the wight, 
*' Disturbing age and misery. 
In such a place, in such a night ; 

Lordlings, what can your errand be ?" 

" My name's Glengonar of the Dale, 
I with my barons claim thy aid ; 
Thy guiding steps will much avail, 
To nearest hospitable shade.' 



,t 



« Thy name's Glengonar ! long, I ween. 
Has flow*d thy bounty to the poor ; 
And oft has way-worn pilgrim been 
Receiv'd in mercy at thy door. 



6 
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" Prompt thou shalt have thy full desire ; 
Weil do I know thy wish'd-for way. 
Where souls congenial, blazing fire, 
And hearty weloome wait thy stay." 

Ah ! who the shadowy sliapet of death. 
Or secrets of the gnure can scan ? 

A cold and disembodied wraith, 
That holds no sympathy wit& man, 

Confirm*d and piloted their coarse, 
Malignly, down that rugged tract, 

Where dark Loch- Skene its torrent hoarse 
Drives to its mighty cataract 

On mountain top, sheer iirom the brink. 
The waters burst, like wreath of snow, 

Down the steep chasm, and whirl and sink 
'Mid rocks and vapour far below. 

Near was that gulf, nor seen, nor sbunn'd. 
Nor heard they even its raving noisfr-— 

The fierce turmoil each sense had stunn'd, 
And drown'd and banish'd lesser voice. 

" Full well I know this dang'rous strand," 
Their leader cried ; " Hurra, come on !" 
But farther step they could not stand. 
And hold or turning there was none. 

A fiery stream, pour*d from the cloud. 
That moment lighted with its glare 

A form, which by Glengooar stood, 
But late had lain— be well knew where. 

Ha ! 'twas their guide on verge so grim ; 
A stiffened corse he seem'd to stand ; 
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With livid check, and eye-ball dim. 
And cross held in bis booy hand. 

Another bolt from heaven descended. 

Along the steep it hissing came; 
Then with that grisly phantom blended. 

Which stood unmoved, a living flame ! 

Rearing a human skeleton, 

Shap'd like a cross, while near it drew, 
And laugh'd, and cried, with scrannel'd tone> 
Avaunt ! To hell, ye cursed crew V* 



it 



O how appalling was the shriek 

From that unshrouded phantom sent ! 
As came these words, with charnel creak, 
" Thy web is wove— thy sand is spent !*• 

" Hell, death, and doom!" Glengonar cried. 
And strove his steed back to impel ; 
But headlong, in the yawning void. 

Both downward plunged, with moaning yell. 

Each rider tried to wheel around ; 

Bat one by one, with sullen crash, 
And scream, and boom, and dread rebound, 
" Far down the darksome gap they dash ! 

Its vaulted caverns jarr*d and rung. 
The slumbering hill-fox left his cell. 

And howVd, while startled ravens sung 
To the wild elements their knell. 

Alas ! on such a scene of wo 

Her beams the morning never threw; 

For mangled carcass lay below, 
In ev*ry ghastly shape and hue. 

H 
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The gory'braflsly and •bowels Uam, 

The lipab and vuioge swolleo Aod rent, 

In eddied caldrons round are borne, 
Or rest in CKeVice> pU*d aod.p^nt. 

Long there thecanrioii wolf-dog sped* 
Led by the tainted gale of heaven ; 

Long there the hungry vulture fed. 
For Christian rite was never given, 

Till shepherd kind, to dear bis ground. 
Their bleached bones a bnrial.gave ; 

And o'er them rais'd that long green naound, 
Nam'd at this day, ♦* Ibe GianCa Grave." 



THE HERMIT. 

CfOU>8HITH. 

" Turn, gentle hermit of the dale^ 
And guide my lonely way 
To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hospiuble say : 

" For here, forlorn and lost, I tread 
With fainting «teps aiid slow, 
Where wilds, Immeasurably spread. 
Seem lepgthening as I^o." 

** Forbear, my son," the hermit cries, 
" To tempt the daogerova gloom ! 
For yonder faithless phantom flies 
To lure thee to thy doom. 
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** Here to the houseless child of want 
My door .is open stjll ; 
^nd» though my portion is but scant, 
I give it with good will. 

*< Hien tpro tOnnighti and freely »hare 
Whate'er my cell bestows ; 
My rushy couch and frugal fare,— 
My blessing, and repose. 

** No flocks, that range the valley free, 
To slaughter I condemn : 
Taught by that Power that pities me, 
I learn to j)ity. them : 

** But from the mountain's grassy side 
A guiltless ieast I bring ; 
A scrip with herbs and fruits supplied, 
And .water from the spring. 

" Then, pijlgriin,turp-r-,thy' cares forego; 
All earth-born cares are wrong : 
Man wants but little here below. 
Nor wants that little. long.'* 

Soft as (he dew from heayen descends, 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modest stranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wilderness obscure 

The lonely mansion lay ; 
A refuge to the neighboring poor. 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 
Requir'd a master's care : 
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And ril his wealiH was maik'd as mrne^ 
He had but oriljr me; 

" To win ne from his- tender arms, 
Uonumber*d suitors came ; 
Who praisM nre for im{>uted cfaarmsy 
And felt or feignM a flame. 

" Each hour a mercenary crowd 
Wifli richest proffers strove ; 
Aniong the rest young Edwin bow'd. 
But never talk*d of love. 

" In humble simplest habit clad, 
No wealth or power had he ; 
Wisdom and worth were all be had. 
But these were all to me. 

" The blossom opening to the day, 
The dews of heaven refin*d. 
Could' nought of purity display 
To emulate his mind. 

" The dew, the blbssdihs of the tree, 
With charms inconstant shine ; 
Their charms were h!s, but, wo to rae. 
Their conslimcy was mine. 

*' For stilt I tried eaefa fickle art, 
Infportunate and vain ; 
And, while bis passion toueh'd my heart, 
I trliimph*d' in his pain. 

** Till, quite dejected with my sconi» 
He left me to my pride. 
And sought a solitude forlorn, 
In secret, where be died. 
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" But mine the sorrow, mine the fault. 
And well my life shall pay : 
1*11 seek the solitude he sought. 
And stretch me where he lay. 

'< And there, forlorn, despairing, hid, 
1*11 lay me down and die ; 
*Twas so for me that Edwin did. 
And so for him will I/' 

** Forbid it, HIeaven !'* thto hermit cried, 
And clasp*d her to his- breast : 
Tlie wondering fair one tuvn'd to diide— 
'Twas Edwin's ^If thut press'd ! 

** Turn, Angelina, ever dear, 
My charmer, tbrti to see- 
Tby own, thy long-lost Edwin here^ 
Restored tolbve aiid thee. 

'' Thus let me hold thee to my hearty 
And every care resign*: 
And flihaU we lierer, nev^ part, 
31y life — ^my all dittfc*s mine ? 

** No, never ttom tiifo hour to pari^ 
We'll live and love so true ; 
The sigh that rends, thy constant heart 
Shall break thy^ Edwin's tod.*' 
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THE WANDERER. 



KVOX. 



Thees pass*d a melancboly msid 

Along our quiet vale ; 
And none could learn from whence die ttny'd. 

And none could tdl her tale. 
O like a lovely flower she leem'd. 

Long beaten by the storm; 
Or like a shape that we'haTe dream *dy 
So bright her eyes* wild radiance gleam'd. 

So slender was her form. 

If e*er her faded face we scanned. 

So sweet in its decay, 
She hid it with her meagre hand. 

And hurried her away. 
Yea, though we sorrow*d for her pain. 

And would each care bestow ; 
The more we wish*d her to remain, 
And shelter her from sun and rain, 

The more she wish*d to go. 

If e*er her little dog we nam*d, 

A tender song she sung, 
As if by some lone damsel framed, 

Whose heart was wildly wrung. 
And aye she would that strain prolong. 

With voice so shrill and wild ; 
It scarcely seem*d an earthly song— 
A strain that never should belong 

To one so sweet and mild. 
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Then would she start, and look around ' 

As if she were pursued; 
As if the wilder'd thought were found 

That all her grief renew*d. 
And she would bless the happy time 

She left her all behind ; 
For she dearly lov*d to climb 
Tl|e hills.of beai^, the banbi of thyme^ 

Free as the wandering wind. 

'Tw^: plain tet she had been belpv*d» 

By wl^at shesaid Audeung; 
But vninto question why she K>v*df 

Or when^ee her sorrow spnwc^ 
*Twas seen some grief-awakening name 

She to her dog had gtven ; 
But f^hAtibpd worn her wasted fmioe. 
For aught that, to our /knowledge 4Nini/?, 

*Twas.only koown.infaefiveD. 

'Tis lo9g since; pM9i*d^ stranger maid 

Along our -quiet vale ; 
And none h^th lieifm'd fippEi^heoceshe stray'd. 

And none can tell the tale— - 
If still she flpoms, as once, she 9piini*d» 

Each proffer*d hand to save ; 
Or if her senses be retern'-d. 
And she is blest with him ^ jooum'd. 

Ox if she fills. her gmv^ 



H3 
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KING Edward's dream. 



HOGG. 

The heath-cock had whirred at the break of the 

morn, 
The xDOon of her tassels of silver was shorn. 
When hoary King Edward lay tossing in ire. 
His blood in a ferment, his bosom on fire ; 
His battle-files, stretch'd o'er the ▼alley, were still 
As Eden's pine forests th|it darkes'd the hill. 

He slept, but his visions were kMitbly and grim ; 
How quiver'd his lip ! and bow quak'd ev*ry limb ! 
His dull moving eye show'd how troubled his rest ; 
And deep were the throbs of his labouring breast. 

He saw the Scots banner red streaming on Ingfa ; 
The fierce Scottish warriiMrs determin'd and nigh ; 
Their columns of steel, and, bright gleaming be- 
fore, 
The lance, the broad target, and Highland clay- 
more: 
And, lo ! at their head, in stern glory, appear'd 
That hero of heroes, so hated and fear'd : 
'Twas the exile of Racbrin that led the arrdy. 
And Wallace's spirit was pointing the way ; 
His eye was a torch, beaming ruin and wrath. 
And grav'd on his helmet was— Vengeance or 
Death ! 

In far Ethiopia's desert domain, 
Where whirlwinds new mountains up-pile on the 
plain; 
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Their cnMcd browti billows, fierce curling on high, 
O'ersbadow the sun, and are ton*d to the sky ; 
Bo^ meetiDg each other, they bunt and zecoil. 
Mix, thunder, and sink, with a reeling turmoil : 
As dreadful the onset which Edward beheld. 
As fast his bra?e legions were heap*d on the field. 

The plaided blue Highlander, swift as the wind, 
Spread terror before him, and ruin behind : 
lliick clouds of blood-vapour brood over the slain. 
And Pembroke and Howard are stretched on the 
plain. 

The chieftain he hated, all covered with blood, 
Still nearer and nearer approach'd where he stood : 
He could not retreat, and no succour was near— 
<* Die, scorpion J" he cried, and pursued his career. 
The king felt the iron retreat from the wound, 
No hand to uphold him, he sunk to the ground : 
His spirit, eacap'd on the wings of the wind, 
Left terror, confusion, and carnage behind, 
Till on the green Fentland he thought he sat lone, 
And ponder'd on troubles and times that were 
gone. 

He look'd over meadow, broad river, and down. 
From Ocbirs fair mountains to Lammermuir 

brown; 
He still found his heart and desires were the same — 
He wrish'd to leave Scotland nor sceptre nor name. 

He thought, as he lay on the grden mountain 
thyme, 
A spirit approach*d him in manner sublime; 
At first she appeared like a streamer of light, 
But still, as she near*d,she was formed to his sight. 
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H«r robe waar tbe blue sHfcen vilH oftbd'sk^r^ 
The dmp of the ametbytt deepen'd iti^ dy^ ; 
Her cnmn w«« a helmet^ emblaaod'd'wif^ pearf; 
Her mantle the aunbetttxi, berbracde<s theb^rfl ; 
Her bands and her feet Ukd the bright bamii^ 

levin; 
Her face was the face of an angel from heaven : 
Around her the vrinds and the ecboea greW mSX^ 
And rainbows were fbrm*d in the doad of the 

hill. 

Like music that floats o*er the sofi-beavibg deep. 
When twilight has lulUd all the breexes asleep. 
The wild' fairy airs in our fi^rest that ningv 
Or hymn of the sky by a seraph when suii^ ; 
So sweet were the tones- dn the fimey fhkt brtike^ 
When the Guardian of Seodflnd's proud nooittains' 
tins spoke :— - 

<< What boots, mighty Edward, tby yidories 

won? 
'Tis oter^^thy sand of nitMnt^ iff ruti r 
Tby laurels are ftuled^ dispersM in the bltet i 
Thy soul from the bar of Omnipotence cast. 
To wander bewildered o*er mountain and plain. 
O'er lahds thou haststeep'd with the blood- o^ the 

shan* 
I heard of thy guerdon, I heard it on 'high-: 
ThonVt doom'd'on these mokiBtains tb Unger and 

lte» 
The mark of the tempest, the sport of the wind, 
The tempest of conscience; the storm of the mind. 
Till people thou*st hated, and sworn tosubdue. 
Triumphant from bondage shiallburttootbyvieiir ; 
Their sceptre and liberty bravely regain, 
Atid climb to renown over mountaiiii of slam. 
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*• r tbeugM^ ana> I^ joSfi'd' my Mtleatottrs to 

thioe. 
The time'WBstarrivM ^heil the tWo ebould'cdm- 

bine; 
For 'tk kdowd that< tbey will 'moog the hosts of 

the sky, 
And we thoo^r thflt tilest era of concord was 

nigh; 
But a£^ unborn yet shall flit on the wing, 
And Scotland to England ere then give a king ; 
A fatlxerto tttonatvhs whose flonrishing sway 
The ofcean and ehds of the earth shiill obey. 

^See yon little hamlet o*enhlidow'd with 
' smoke, 
See yon hoary battlements thron'd on the rock, 
Eiven there shall a dty in siilendour bVeak forth. 
The haughty Dunedin, the queen of the north ; 
There leenring* shall ffodrish, atid^ liberty smile. 
The awe of the worlds add the pride of the isle. 

** But thy lonely spirit shall roam in dismay, 
And weep o*er thy labours so soon to dectty. 
In yon westehi' plain» where thy power overthrew 
The bulwarks of Caledon, valiant and feW ; 
AVhere beam'd the red faulchion of ravage and 

wrath; 
Where tyranny, hors'd on the dragone of death, 
Rod* ruthless' through- blood' of the honoured and 

jurt; 
When Gr»me and brave- Stewart lay bleeding in 

dust)-^ 
The wwlings of liberty pierced the sky ; 
The Etemid, in pity, averted his eye ! 

<* Even thens the dread power of thy nationa 
combined, 
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Proud England, gneo Erin, and Narmaiidjr 

join*d, 
Exulting in numben, and dreadful arrajTy 
Led on by Camarron to Scotland away. 
As thick as the snow-flakes that pour fronj the 

pole, 
Or siWer>man*d waves on the ocean that roll. 
By a handful of heroes, all desperate driven, 
loipeird by the might and the vengeance of Hea- 
ven,— 
By them shall these legions be all ova-borne. 
And melt from the field like the mist of the faorn. 
The thistle shall rear her rough front to the sky. 
And the rose and the shamrock at Cwron s^l 
die. 

" How couldst thou imagine those spirits of 

flame 
Would stoop to oppression, to slavery, and shame? 
Ah, never! the Iron may couch to thy sway ; 
The mighty leviathan bend and obey : 
But the Scots, round their king and broad banner 

unfurrd, 
Their mountains will keep against thee and the 

world!" 

King Edward awoke with a groan and a start ; 
The vision was vanish*d, but not from his heart: 
His courage was high, but his vigour was gone; 
He curs'd the Scots nation, and bade them lead on. 
His legions mov*d on like a cloud of the west ; 
But fierce was the fever that boii*d in his breast: 
On the sand of the Solway they rested his bed. 
Where the soul of the king and the warrior fled : 
He heard not the sound of the evening curfew ; 
But the whisper that died on his tongue 
« Subdue !" 
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LORP ULLIn's DAUGHXJERr 

CAMPBSLIm 

A CHIEFTAIN, to the Highlands bound, 
Cries, *' Boatman, do not tarry ! 

And 1*11 give thee a silver pound 
To row us o*ier the ferry.** — 

" Now, who be ye would cross LochgyTe, 
This dark and stormy water ?" 

" O, I'm the chief of Ulva's isle, 

And this Lord Ullin*s daughter.— 

*< And fast before her father's men 
Three days we've fled together ; 
For should he find us in the glen, 
My blood would stain the heather. 

« His horsemen hard behind us ride ; 
Should they opr steps discover. 
Then who will cheer my bonny bride, 
When they have slain her lover ?" 

Outspoke the hardy Highland wight, 
** 1*11 go, my chief— l*m ready : 

It is not for your silver bright. 
But for your winsome lady. 

*' And, by my word, the bonny bird 
In danger shall not tarry ; 
So, though the waves are raging white, 
111 row you o*er the ferry.** 

By this the storm grew loud apace, 
The water- wraith was shrieking ; 
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And in the scowl of heaven each face 
Grew dark as they were speaking. 

But still as wilder blew the wiod. 
And as the night grew drearer, 

Adown the glen rode armed men ; 
Their trampling sounded nearer. 

** O haste thee, haste !" the lady ci:ie8, 
** Though tempests round us gather ; 
1*11 meet the racing of the skies. 
But not an angry father." 

The boat has left a stormy land, 

A stormy sea before her,— 
When, oh ! too strong for human hand, 

The tempest gathered o*er her. 

And still they row*d amidst the roar 

Of waters fast prevailing : 
Lord Ullin reaqh'dthat fa^ shore, 

His wrath was changed. to wailiqg ; 

For spre dismay 'd, thrqugh storm and shade. 

His child he did discover:— 
One lovely hand she Mretch'd for aid* 

And one was round her lover. 

** Come back ! come back !" he cried in grief, 
" Across this stormy water ; 
And 1*11 forgive your Highland chief. 
My daughter ! oh, my daughter !*' 

*Twas vain — the loqd wayes lash*d the shore, 

Return or aid preventing : 
The waters wild went o*er his ehildw- 

And. he was left lamenting. 
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JEMMY DAWSOK. 
SHCVSTONB. 

CoMS listen to my mournful tale, 
Ye tender hearts, and lovers dear ! 

Nor will you scorn to heave a sigh. 
Nor need you blush to shed a tear. 

And thou, dear Kitty, peerless maid. 

Do thou a pensive ear incline ; 
For thou canst weep at every wo^ 

And pity every plaint but mine. 

Young Dawson was a gallant boy, 
A brighter never trod the plain ; 

And well he lov*d one charming nudd. 
And dearly was he lov*d again. 

One tender maid, $he lov*d him dear ; 

Of gentle blood the damsel came ; 
And faultless was her beauteous form. 

And spotless was her virgin fame. 

But curse on party's hateful strife, 
That led the favoured youth astray ! 

The day the rebel clans appeared— 
O had be never seen that day ! 

Their colours and their sash be wore, 
And in the fatal dress was found ; 

And now he must that death endure 

Which gives the brave the keenest wound. 
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How pale was then his true-love*8 cheek, 
When Jeakmy's sentence reach'd her ear! 

For never yet did Alpine snows 
So pale or yet so chili appear. 

With faltering voice she weeping said, 
" O Dawson, monarch of my heart ! 

Thinl^ not thy death shall end our loves, 
For thou and I wiil never part. 

Yet might sweet mercy ^nd^a' place. 
And bring relief to Jemmy's wooy- 

O George, without a prayer for thee 
My orisons should never close. 

The gracious prince that gave him- lifb 
Would crown a never^ying flame ; 

And every tender babe I bore 

Should I^am to lisp* the giver's name. 

'* But though he should he drag^'din soom 
To yondef ignominious- tree^ 
He shall not want one constant friend 
To share the cruel Fates* decree^" 

O then her mourning coaeh was oidlM:; 

The idedge mov*d slowly oii before; 
Though borne in a triumphal car 

She had' not lov'd her fovouiite more^ 

She followed him« prepar'd' to view 

The terrible behests of law ; 
And the last scene of Jemmy's woes 

With calm and steadfest eye she saw.- 

Pistorted was the blooming face 
Which she had foodly Wd so long, 



Aod stifled was tbat tuneful breath 
Which in her praise had sweetly sung : 

And sever'd Was that beauteous' neck, 

Round which her arms had fondly clos'd ; 

And mangled was that beauteous breast, 
Oh which her love-sSck head r«posM : 

And ra¥fsh*d was tbaf constant heart, 

She did to every heart prefer ; 
For though it could its king fbi^et, 

'TWas tnie and loyal still to her. 

Amid those unrelenting flames 

She bore this constant heart to see ; 

But when 'twas moulder'd into dust, 
" Yet, yet," she <jried, « I follow thee I 

" My death, my death alone, can show 
The pure, the lasting love I bore : 
Accept, O Heaven ! of woes Hke ours, 
And let us-»let us weep no more !** 

The dismal scene was o*er and' past, 
The lover's raoumftil hearse retir'd'; 

The maid' drew back her languid head, 
And, sighing forth his name, eipir'd ! 

Though justice ever most prevail. 
The tear my Kitty sheds is due ; 

For selddm shall we hear a tale 
So sad, so tender, yet so true. 
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THE FREEBOOTER. 

FROM THE GKBKAK OP SUEGER. 

High on a rock, embower'd in wood, 
lo ancient days a castle stood ; 

Its towers, when driving in tbe vale, 
The post-boy sbew'd me with his hand : 
" Those were the terrors of the land," 

He said, and thus began his tale :— 

With knowing look, he, nodding, said, 
" The treasure in that rock that's laid. 
To grant to me, were Heaven wilting, 
I'd tell the king, sir, in a trice, 
' Pray, on your kingdom set a price ; 
I'd not be driving for a shilling.* 

** Of many a one, as I am told. 
The mouth has water'd for this gold ; 

But Christ have mercy. Heaven befriend! 
A coal*black hound, wiUi iron jaws, 
AVith eyes of fire, and monstrous claws. 

Has brought them to untimely end. 

" Once- only ev'ry seven years. 
On Christmas^eve, a flame appears : 

With hollow groans, and rustling wind. 
The treasure rises from the ground, 
Watch'd by black goat instead of hound ; 

And that's the time to lay the fiend. 

** If from this goat, mark well the snare, 
You do not pluck one milk-white hair, 
(Ever such the ways of evil !) 
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Headlong youVe tumbled down the rock. 
Your body's mangled with the shock, 
Your soul is hurried to the devil. 

*' From Old Nick's wiles deliver me ! 
From lords and law, pray keep me free I 
With neither will I have' to do. 
• By no agreement think to win ; 
Spite of all clause, they'll take you in ; 
They*!! read it X instead of U. 

" Treasure-digging and Lottery, 
Fortune-hunting and Alchymy, 

Lead only to despair and strife : 
My saying is this,— -rise early, 
"Work steady, and live orderly, 

And Heaven above will bless your life. 

** A baron grim, grown old in crimes," 
The post-boy said, *' in former times 

Within those walls conceaVd his gold ; 
With horse, and foot, and warlike car, 
Ravag'd the country near and far, 
And brought his plunder to this hold. 

*< To ravage, murder, rob, or bum, 
Afforded joy to him in turn ; 

Threats he fear'd not, sword, or halter : 
Was ought to get, dash in a crack 
He had it, and as snug was back 

In den as strong as Gibraltar. 

'* Such fright prevail'd in neighb'ring town, 
The men scarce call'd their souls their own, 

His name drove women into fits : 
Justices weigh and plan in vain, 
Consult, resolve, and plan again ; 

They counsell'd till they lost their wits. 
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** A hag was ta*«n, a lump otdna, 
Sbe^d made the cbildrea swallow- pins, 

Dry'd cows, aod play *d such devil's tiicb: 
Jack Ketch, as valet to this witch, 
Had laid bar nicely dresa'd in pitchy 

On couch of £iggofc aod of i 
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Hold,* she cried, ' don't put the fire oo : 
0own I'll fetch tbergrim old baron V 

The mayor agreed, bad her uBbouod, 
Promis'd a patent free from harm, 
To conjure, use her spells, and charm, 

And safely witch the land around* 

" Such bargain seems a foolish thin^ 
Such as to us no gain wQuld brings 
* But Satan's friends ne'er act as one: 
From broils of rogues good will ensue, 
This bell-hound tp her word prov'd true ; 
What she agr^ was fairly done. 

" Cbang'd to a toad at time ofrest. 
She crawl'd up to the robber's nest, 

(By hocus pocus she'd tbia knack]. 
Of his best steed then took the form ; 
And when the cock crow'd jn theraon, 

Full-arm'd he vaulted. on her back. 

" With tbund*ring. course now flew pur witch, 
O'er rocks and walls, o'er hedge and ditch : 

The baron, puU'd till black in (ace^ 
And curs'd, and kick'd ; but all in vain. 
She heeded -neither spurs nor retn, 

Nor stopped till in the market-place. 

'* With scrapes and sneers he's handed dojm ; 
Your X«oixiship*s welcome to fi(ur town ; 
Good quarters are prepar'd for you : 
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Every dog, Sir, has his day ; 
Your courtesy we'll now repay ; 
Our hangman shall the honours do. 

" Soon tlie rogue was brought to trial ; 
Facts were prov'd heyond denial : 

In iron cage he was confin*d. 
Lest 4t morn. he should be sick, ' . 
They daily gKve him an emetic ; 

And then he with tDuke Humphry dia'd. 

*' The hangman, vers'd in deeds of blood, 
With hellish torment,. cut for food 

Limbs from off this famished isinner. 
And when he'd eaten the last stump,- 
Thisy hroird.his stomach, and his. rump. 

And serv*d them up for dinner. 

** And when be*d eat.himself all up, 
And nought. remained to dine or sup, 

The devil took his soul away. 
Great was the triumph of the town ! 
In this , Court-ball the truth's well known: 

The cage hangs -up unto this day, 

« This cage, Sir, often brings to. mind 
Those dealers in the human kind ;*' 
(Thus my driver's story ended) : 
<* Were they shut tn't, and taught to feel 
Miseries they on the world eatail, 
Their maonecs might be mended." 

Scarce had the lad bis hist 'ry. done. 
When up. came Monsieur San Facon 

And stops our carriage, bids us rise,— 
Tumbles all our luggage over ; 
jLut*d with hopes th;it he*d discover 

Something that had not paid th* Excise. 
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TH£ BATTLE OF CUTON MOOR.* 

AVONYMOOS* 

The welkin, dark o*er Cuton Moor, 
With dreary doudt did lower !— 

The woful carnage of that day 
Shall Scotland aye deplore. 

The river Tees fall oft did sigh. 
As she roU'd her winding flood, 

That e*er her silver tide, so clear, 
Should be swell'd with human blood. 

King David he stood on the rising hill, 
And the verdant prospect vfew*d, 

And he saw that sweet river which o*er the moor 
Roll'd on her silver flood. 

Oh ! then bespake that noble King, 
As grief hb heart subdu'd, 
<* And ever I mourn that yon fair stream 
Should be stain'd with human blood I" 

King David he saw the verdant moor 
With wild flowers all bestrew*d :-— 
" And ever I*m griev*d that so green a moor 
Must be stain'd with human blood!** 

" But more am I grievM, alasT* he cried, 
** And more my heart is woed. 



* The Battle of Cuton Moor was fought in l]S8»betvwn 
the English and the Scots ; the fonner were victoctoas.— £''• 
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That 80 many warriors, young and bnyCf 
Must this day shed their blood P 

As princely a host this King did lead 

As ever niarch*d on plain : 
Ah ! that so many a warrior brave 

Should be so quickly slain ! 

And first mareh*d forth the Galloway men, 
From the ancient Picts who sprang ; 

Their spears all so bright, and bucklers strongs 
For many miles they rang. 

And then came on the Norman troops^ 

With English them among ; 
For the Empress Maud they came to fight, 

And right that lady's wrong. 

And then march*d forth the Scottish foot. 
And then march *d forth the horse : 

In armour strong all those warriors came, 
A great and warlike force. 

King David looked athwart the moor. 
With Prince Henry, his brave son ; 

And they were aware of the English host,. 
Now merrily marching on. 

Oh then calPd forth the King David^ 
And loudly called he— - 
*' And who is here in all my camp , 

Can describe yon host to me ?*^ 

Then came there one beside the tent, 

An Englishman was he; 
'Twaa not long since from th* English host 

That traitorous wight did flee.. 

I 
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" Kow tell me yon boflt%" tiie King he eM, 
" And tbott flhaU have gold and fee; 
And who is yon chief that rides aloo^ 
With hia locks so aged gray ?" 

" Oh, that is Walter de Gaunt yon eee^ 
And he hath been gray full long ; 
But many the troops that he doth lead. 
And they are stont and strong.'' 



. » 



** And who is yon chief, so bright to see^ 
With his troops that beat the plain?" 

** Oh, that's the young Earl of Albemarle, 
Who's leading his gallant train : * 



" A more gallant wanior than that lord 
Is not yon host among ; ^ 

And the gallant troops that he doth lead, 
Like him, are stout and strong," 

** And who yon shining warriors two. 
With their troofM yclad the same ?" 

*< Oh, they are the Bruces, that in this fight 
Have come to acquire them &me." 

Then call'd he out, that King Darid, 
And full of wo spake be,—- 
" And ever I hold those Bruces false, 
For much they ewe to me ! 

'* And who's yon chief of giant height, 

And bulk so huge to see?" 
" Walter Espec is that chief's name, 

And a potent chief is he : 

^ His stature's large as the mountain oak, 
And eke as strong his might; 
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There's never a chief, in all tfae north, 
Can dare with him to fight !** 

And who*8 yon youth, yon youth I lee 

Galloping o*er the moor ?— 
His troops, that follow so gallantly, 

Froclaioi him a youth of power." 

Young Roger de Mowbray is that youth, 
And he's sprung of the royal line; 

His wealth and followers, O King ! 
Are almost as great as thine." 

** Ana who's yon aged chief I see. 

All clad in purple vest?" 
" Oh, that's the Bishop of the Orkney isles ; 

And he all the host doth bless ! 

** And all the rest are noblemen 
Of fortune and fame each one ; 
From Nottingham, and from Derbyshire, 
Those valiant chieftains eome." 

** But what's yon glittering tower I see. 

In the centre of the host ?" 
" Oh, that is the hallow'd Standard, of which 

The English make such boast ! 

** A mast of a ship it is so high. 
All bedeck'd with gold so gay ; 
And on its top is a holy cross. 
That shines as bright as the day : 

" Around it hang the holy banners ^ 
Of many a blessed saint : 
Saint Peter, and John of Beverly, 
And Saint Wilfred, there they paint : 
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** The aged folk annind it throng, 
WiSk their old hairs all so gray ; 
And many a chieftain there bows down, 
And 80 heartily doth pray !" 

Oh then bespake the King of Scots— 
And so heavily spake he— 
** And had I but yon holy standard. 
Right gladsome should I be ! 

** And had I but yon holy standard, 
That there so high doth tower, 
I would not care for yon English host, 
Nor all yon chieftains* power ! 

** O ! had I but yon holy rood, 

That there so bright doth shew,— - 
I would not care for yon English host, 
, Nor the worst that they could do.** 

Then well spake he the Prince Henry, 
And like a brave prince spake he : 
*' Oh, let us but fight like valiant men, 
Aiid we*ll make yon hosts to flee. 

" Ohi let us but fight like valiant men, 
And to Christ his will yet bow, 
And yon holy standard shall be ours, 
And the victory also !** 

Prince Henry was as brave a youth 
As ever fought in field ; 
«> And many a warrior, that dread day. 

To him his life did yield. 

Prince Henry was as fair a youth 
As the sun did e*er espy : 
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Full Uttny a lady in Scottish land 
For that young prince did ugh. 

Printe Henry he call'd his young foot-page. 
And thus to him spi|ke be :— 
*' O heed my words, and serve me true, 
And thou shalt have gold and fee. 

** Stand thou on yonder rising bill, 
(Full safe, I ween, the site). 
And thence,^ oh ! mark thee well my crest. 
In all the thickest fight : 

" Aftd if, o'ercome by wounds, I fall- 
Then take thee a swift, swift steed. 
And from this moor to Dumfries town, 
Oh, ride thee away with speed. 

** There to the Lady Alice wend— 
You know that lovely fair ; 
For the fairest maid in all that town 
Cannot with her compare ! 

" And tell that lady of my wo. 
And tell her of my love ; 
And give to her this golden ring, 
My tenderest faith to prove. 

** And strive to cheer that lovely maid, 
In all her grief and care ; 
For well I know her gentle heart 
Did ever hold me dear." 

And now the Englbh host drew near. 

And all in batUe array ; 
Their shining swords and glittering spears 

Shot round a brilliant ray. 
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And now both ▼AUanft hosts enne new 

Each other bent to sUy ; 
While, watchful, hover*d o*er their heads 

Fall many a bird of prey. 

The sun, behind the dark dark clouds, 

Did hide each beamy ray ; 
As fearful to behold the wo 

That mark'd that dreadful day. 

The thundering winds of heaven aiote. 

And rash*d from pole to pole ; 
As rais*d to drown the groans and sighs 

Of many a dying soul ! 

Stem Death— he heard the shout of war, 

That echo'd round so loud ; 
And he rous'd him to th* embattled field, 

To feast on human blood. 

( 

I 

And first the PicUsh race began 

The carnage of the day : 
The cries they made were like the storm 

That rends the rocks away I 

Those fierce fierce men of GallDway 

Began that day of dole ; 
And their shouts were like the thunder's roar, 

When heard from pole to pole. 

Now bucklers rang 'gainst swords and spears; 

Now arrows dimm*d the plain; 
And many a warrior lay full low, 

And maay a chief was slain.. 

Oh wolul woful was that day, 
To child and widow drear ! 
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For there fierce Death, o*er humaii race. 
Did triumph far and 



Drear was the day !— in dark dark Gk>iids 
f The welkin all endrown'd : 
Bat drearier Ikr the woful scene 
Of carnage all around ! 

Laden with death's unpitying arm, 

Swords fell and arrows flew : 
The widow'd wife and fatherless child 

That day of dole shall me. 

Weep, dames of Sootlaiid ! weep and wail, 

Let your sighs re-echo round ; 
Ten thousand brave Soots, that hail*d the mom, 

At night lay dead on the ground. 

And ye fair dames of aoerry £ngland. 

As fast your tears must pour ; 
For maay's the ▼aUant Englishman 

That ye shall see no more ! 

Sigh, dames of Bngland ! and lament, 

And many a salt tear shed ; 
For many an Englishman hail'd that mom, 

That ere the night was dead. 

The Scots they fled; but still their King, 

With his brave son by his side, 
Fought long the fbe.^— Brave King and Prince, 

Of Scotland aye the pdde ! 

The Scots they fled; bat still their King, 
With his brave son, fought full well ; 

Till o*er the moor an arrow it flew. 
And brave Prince Henry felL 
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AH this espied his young foot-page, 
From the hill where be abode ; 

And soon hath he mounted a swift swift steed, 
And soon from the bill hath rode. 

And he hath cross*d the Tees' fair stream. 
Now sweird with human blood : 

The affrighted page he never staid. 
Till to Dumfries he had rode. 

Fair Alice was gone to the holy kirk. 

With a sad heart did she go ; 
And ever so fast she cried to Heaven ; 

** Prince Henry save from wo !" 

Fair Alice she hied her to the choir, 
Where the priest did chaunt so slow : 

And ever she cried—-" May the holy saints 
Prince Henry save from ,wo V 



t»» 



Fai^ Alice she knelt by the hallow'd rood, 

While fast her tears did flow ; 
Asd ever she cried—" O sweet Saviour, 

Prince Henry save from wo !" 

Fair Alice look'd out at the kirk door, 

And heavy her heart did beat. 
For she was aware of the Prince's page 

Galloping down the street 

Again ihir Alice look'd out to see ; 

And well nigh she did swoon. 
For now she was sure it was that page 

Came galloping through the town. 

** Now, Christ thee save ! thou sweet young page; 
Now Christ thee save and see! 
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And bow doth tweet Prince Heqry, 
I pray thee tell to me?" 

The page he look*d at the Mt Alice, 

And his heart was full of wo ; 
The page he look'd at the Mr Alice, 

Till his tears began to flow. 

" Aby wo is me !" sad Alice cried, 
And tore her golden hair ; 
And so /ftnt she wrung ber Illy hands, 
All wo'd with sad despair. 

" The English keep the bloody field, ^ 

Fuil many a Scot is slain" — 
« But, lives Prince Henry ?** that lady cried, 

« All else to me is Tiin .'^^ 

** Ob ! lives the Prince? I |Kniy tbee tell !" 

Fair Alice still <did call : 
" These eyes did see a keen arrow iee, 

Did see Prince' Henry^^fal) !** 



Fair Alice she sat her on tbe gmund, 
And never a word she spake ; 

But like tbe pale image did she look, 
For her heart was nigh to bteak. 

Tbe rose that onoe so ting*d her cheek, 

Was now, alas ! no more : 
But tbe whiteness of her lily skid, 

It was fairer than before ! 



*' Fair lady, rise!" the page exclaim*dt 
** Nor lay thee here thus low.**— 
She answer*d not; but heav'd a sigh 
That spake her heaHlUt wo ! 

IS 
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Her mttdens came, aad strove to cheer, 
Bttt in vain was all their care ; 

The townsfolk wept to see that lady 
O'erwfaelmed with despair. 

They rais*d her from the danky groundi 

And sprinkled water fair : 
But the coldest water from the spring 

Was not so cold as her. 

And now came horsemen finom the town. 
That the Prince had sent with speed, 

With tidings to Alice that he did live, 
To ease her of her dread. 

I 

For, when the hapless Prince did fidl, 

The arrow did not him slay ; 
But his followers did bravely rescue him, 

And convey'd him safe away : 

Bravely they rescu'd that noble Prince, 
And to fair Carlisle him bore; 

And there that brave young Prince did live, 
Though wounded sad and sore.-*— 

Fair Alice the wondrous tidings heard, 
And thrice, for joy, site sigh*d I 

That hapless fair, when she heard the news, 
She rose-— she smil*d—- and died. 

The tears that her fair maidens shed, 
Ran free from their bright eyes : 

llie echoing wind, that then did blow, 
Was burden'd with their sighs. 

Ttv^ page he saw the lovely Alice 
In a deep gr^ive let down ; 



it 
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And at her head a green turf kid, 
And at her feet a stone ! 

Then^ with many a tear and many a sigh, 

Hath he hied him on his way ; 
And he hath come to Carlisle town, 

All clad in black array. 

And now he hath come to the Prince*s hall, 

And lowly bent his knee. 
And how is the lady Alice, so fair ? 

My page, come and tell to me.'* 

'' Oh ! >tfae lady Alice, so lovely fair, 
Alas ! is dead and gone ; 
And at her head is a green grass turf. 
And at her heels a stone. 

** The lady Alice is dead and gone. 
And the worms feed by her side ; 
And all for love of thee, O Prince ! 
That beauteoift lady died. 

<^nd where she's laid the green turf grows, 
And a cold grave- stone is there ; 
But the dew-dad turf, nor the cold cold stone, 
Is not so cold as her." 

Oh ! then Prince Henry sad did sigh. 

His heart all full of wo : 
That hapless Prince he beat his breast. 

And his tears began to flow. 

'< And art thou gone, my sweet Alice ! 

And art thou gone ?** he cried : 
" Ah ! would to Heaven that I with thee. 

My faithful love, had died. 
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"And have | Igst tbee^ mj svett Alice ? 
And art thou dead and 0ooe ? 
And at thy dear bead a green grass turf, 
And at tby feet a alone ! 
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The turf that's o'er thjr graven dear Alice! 

Shall with my tears ba vat: 
And the stone at thy feet shall melt, love ! 

£*er I wiU thee forget." 

And when the newa came to merry Englaad, 

Of the battle io tha North ; 
Oh, then King Stephen and his nobles 

So merrily milnhsd foitfa : 

And they have had justs and toumamenti^ 
And have feastod o'er and o'er. 

And merrily merrily have they rcjoic'd 
For the victory c^ Cuton Moor* 

But many a sigh adds to the wind. 
And many a tear to the showav 

And many a bleeding heart hath broke, 
For the battle of Caton Moor ! 

And inany's the widow all forloni. 

And helpless orphan poor, 
And many's the maiden, that shall rue 

The victory of Cuton Moor* 

The lady Aliee is laid full low. 
And her maidens' tears do pour $ 

And many's the wretch with them diall weep^ 
For the victory of Cuton Mipor. ' 

The holy priest doth weep^ as he sings 
His masses o'er and o?er; 
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And aU Ibr the souli of tfaem thit w«fe aUun 
At the battle of Caton Moor ! 



DURANDARTE AND BELERMA. 
M. O* LSWB. 

Sad and fearful is the itory 

Of the B^mceralles fight ; 
On those fatal plains of glory 

Ferisl^'d many a gallant knigbt. 

There fell Durandarte; neyer 
Verse a nobler chJeftain nam'd ; 

He, before his lips for ever 

Clos*d in silence, thus exclaim*d :•— , 

Oh, Belema I oh, my dear one ! 

Fer my pain and pleasure bom ! 
Seven long years I serr'd thee, fair one; 

Seven long yean my fee was scorn. 

<* And when now thy heart, -replying 
To my wishes, bums like mine, 
Cruel fate, my bliss denying, 
Bids me etery hope resign. 



<i 
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Ah ! though young I fall, bdieve me. 
Death would never claim a sigh ; 

*Tis to lose thee, *tis to leave theei 
Makes me think it hard to die. 



** O my cousin, Montesinos ! 

. By that friendship firm and dear, 
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Which from yoath h«s IWd between us. 
Now my last petitioQ hear :— 

** When my soul, these limhs fonaking, 
Eager seeks a purer air. 
From my breast the cold heart taking, 
Give it to Belenna*s care. 

" Say, I of my lands possessor 

Nam*d her with my dying breath ; 
Say, my lips I op'd to bless her, 
Ere they clos*d for aye in death ! 

" Twice a* week, too, bow sincerely 
1 ador*d her, cousin, say :— 
Twice a-week, for one who dearly 
Lov*d her, cousin, bid her pray. 

*' Montesinos, now the hour 

Mark'd by fate is near at hand : 
Lo ! my arm has lost its power ; 
liO ! I drop my trusty brand ! 

'* Eyes, which forth beheld me going. 
Homewards ne'er shall see me hie :— 
Cousin, stop these tears o*erflowing, 
Let me on thy bosom die. 

'* Thy kind hands my eye^lids closing. 
Yet one favour I implore ; 
Pray thou for my sours reposing, 
When my heart shall throb no more. 



\ 
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So shall Jesus, still attending 
Gracious to a Christian's vow, 

PleasM accept my ghost ascending, 
And a seat in heaven allow." 
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Thus spoke gallant Durandarte ; 

Soon his brave heart broke in twain : 
Greatly joy'd the Moorish party 

That the gallant knight was slain. 

Bitter weeping, Hontesinos 

Took from him his helm and glaive ; 

Bitter weeping, Montesinos 
Dug his gallant cousin's grave. 

To perform his promise made, he 
Cut the heart from out the breast ; 

That Belerma, wretched lady ! 
Might receive the last bequest 

Sad was Montesinos* heart, be 
Felt distress his bosom rend :— 

Ob, my cousin Durandarte, 
Wo is me to view thy end ! 

Sweet in manners, fair in favour. 
Mild in temper, fierce in fight ; 

Warrior nobler, gentler, braver. 
Never shall bdbold the light. 

" Cousin, lo ! my tears 4)edew thee ; 
How shall 1 thy loss survive ! 
Durandarte, he who slew thee, 
Wherefore left he me alive ?** 



It 
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THE WELL OV ST KBYME.* 



A w^LL there is in the west coontiy, 
And a clearer one never was seen; 

There is not a wife in the west country 
But has beatd of the Well of SiKegrne. 

An oak and an elm tiM atand hcside^ 
And behind does an aih tree gvow. 

And a willow Arom the bank above 
Droops to the water below. 

«A traveller came to the Well of St Keync;, 

Joyfully be drew nigb ; 
For from cock^^irow he had been travelling, 

And there was-not a doud in the sky. 

He drank of the water, so cool and ao dear, 

For thirsty and hot was he ; 
And he sat down upon the bank 

Under the willow tree* 

There came a man from the neighbouring town, 

At the well to fill his pail ; 
On the well-side he rested it. 

And he bade the stranger hail. 

" Now art thou a bachelor, stranger?" quoth be, 
'* For an if thou bast a wife, 

» St Keyne's Well is in CornwalL The reported virtue 
of its water is, that whether husband or wife draok of it fint 
gains the nuwtery over the other.— JEtf. 
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The happiest draught thou hast drunk this day 
That ever thou didst in thy life. 

*' Or hast thy good woman, if one thou hast, 
Ever here in Cornwall been ? 
For an if she have, I'll venture my life 
She has drank of the Well of St Keyne/' 

" I have left a good woman who never was here,** 

The stranger he made reply; 
«« But that my draught should be the better for that, 

I pray you answer me why." 



" St Keyne," quoth the Comish-nian, ** many a 
time 
Drank of this crystal well. 
And before the Angel summon*d her, 
She laid on the water a spell. 

<< If the husband, of this gifted well 
Shall drink before his wife, 
A happy man henceforth is he, 
For he shall be master for life. 

" But if the wife should drink of it first, 
God help the husband then !" 
The stranger stoop*d to the Well of St Keyne, 
And drank of the water again. 

** You drank of the well, I warrant, betimes?" 
He to the Cornish-man said : 
But the Cornish- man smil*d as the stranger spake, 
And sheepishly shook his head. 

" I hasten*d as soon as the wedding was done, 
And left my wife in the porch ; 
But i'faith she had been wiser than me. 
For she took a bottle to church." 
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THE SPIRIT OF THE STORM. 

HOGG. 

Hn laee was like the spectre wm. 
Slow gliding from the midnight isle : 

Hieetetore on the migfatj pka 

Of smoke-tower o'ei the bnniiBg pilck 

Bed, red, and grisly were his eyes ; 

His cap, the moon- cloud's silver grey ; 
His staff the writhed snake that lies 

Pale bei&diog o'er the mi&y way.^ 

He cried, *< Away ! begone, begone ! 

Half-naked, hoary, feeble form ! 
How dar'st thou seek my redms alone, 

And brave the angel of the storm?*' 

*< And who art thou," the seer replied, 
''* That bear'st destruction on thy brow? 
Whose eye no mortal can abide ; 

Dread mountain spirit, what art thou ?" 

" Within this desert dank and lone. 
Since roll'd the world a shoreless 
I've h^d my elemental throne, 
The terror of thy race and thee. 

" I wrap the sun of heaven in blood, 
Veiling his orient beams of light ; 
And bide the morn in sable shroud 
Far in the alcove of the night. 
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** I ride tbe red bolt's rapid wing, 

High on tbe sweeping whirlwind sail, 
And list to hear my tempests sing 
Around Glen Avin*s ample yale. 

" These everlasting hills are riven, 

Their reverend heads are bald and grey, 
Tbe Greenland waves salute tbe heaven^ 
-' And quench the burning stars with, spray. 

" Who was it rearM those whelming waves? 
Who scalpM the brows of old Cairngorm, 
And scoop*d these ever-yawning caves? 
'Twas I,— .the Spirit of the Storm. 

" And hence shalt thou, for evermore, 
Be doom'd to ride tbe blast with ine ; 
To shriek amidst the tempest's roar, 
By fountain, ford, and forest tree." 



GARCIA PEREZ DE VARGAS.* 

LOCKHABT. 



P 



King Ferdinand alone did stand one day upon the 

hill. 
Surveying all his leaguer, and the ramparts of 

SeviUo; 
The sight was grand, when Ferdinand by proud 

Seville was lyuig» 
0*er tower and tree, far off, to see tbe Christian 

banners flying. 



* From Mr Loekharfb deU^Mflil « Anient Spanish BaJU 
lads.*'— Blackwood, 19X3, 
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Ifown chancM the King his eye to fiin|^ where 
far the camp below 

Two gentlemen upon the glen were riding soft 
and Blow ; 

As void of fear each cavalier seem*d to be riding 
there, 

As some strong hound may pace around the roe- 
buck's thicket lair. 



It was Don Garcia Perez, and he would breathe 

the air, 
And he had ta*en a knight with him, that as fief 

had been elsewhere ; 
For soon this knight to Garcia said, *' Bide^ ride 

we, or we're lost ! 
I see the glance of helm and lance-*it is the 

Moorish host." 



The Baron of Vargas tum*d him round, his fnisty 

squire was near. 
The helmet on his brow he bound, his gauntlet 

graspM his spear ; 
With that upon his saddle-tree he planted him right 

steady, 
" Now come," quoth he, ** whoe'er they be, I 

trow they'll find us ready." 



By this the knight who rode with him had turo'd 

his horse's head, 
And up the glen in fearful trim into the camp 

had fled. 
" Ha ! gone ?" quoth Gard Peres ; he smil'd, 

and said no more, 
But slowly with his esquire rode as he had rode 

before. 
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It ^Rr«s the Count liorenso^ just then it happen*d so, 
fie took his stand by Ferdinand, and with him 

gai'd below ; ' 

'* My liege," quoth he, " seven Moon I see a- 

coming from the wood, 
INTow bring they all the blows they may, I trow 

they'll find as good ; 
But it is Don Garcia Perez, if his cognizance they 

know, 
I guess it will be little pain to give them blow for 

blow." 

Tlie Moors from forth the greenwood came riding 

one by one, 
A gallant troop with armour resplendent in the sun ; 
Full haughty was their bearing, as o*er the sward 

they came, 
While the calm Lord of Vargas, his march was 

still the same. 

They stood drawn up in order, while past them all 

rode he. 
For when upon his shield they saw the red cross and 

the tree, 
And the wings of the black eagle, that o*er his 

crest were spread, 
They knew it was Garci Perez, and never a word 

t|iey said. 

He tcx>k the casque firom off his head, and gave it 

to the squire ; 
" My friend," quoth he, *< no need I see why X 

my brows should tire." 
But as be doff *d the helmet, he saw his scarf was 

gone,— 
<* I*Te dropt it sure," quoth Garci, ** when I put 

my helmet on." 
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He )ook*d around, and nw the acarf, Ibr stOl tiie 

Moon were near, 
And they had'pick'd it from the Bward, and k»op*d 

it on a spear ; 
" These Moors," quotfa Gard Peres, <* nncomte- 

ous Moors they be: 
" Now, by my soul ! the scarf they stole, yet dmst 

not question me !*' 

*< Now, reach once more my hdmet;*' the esqaSn 

said him nay ; 
" For a silken string why should ye fling perchance 

your life away?" 
** I had it from my lady," quoth Gatci, << long 

ago, 
And never Moor that scarf, be snre, in proud 

Seville shall show." 

But when the Moslem saw him, thef stood in firm 

array, 
He rode among tfieir armed throng, he rode light ' 

furiously : 
" Stand, stand, ye thieves and robben^ lay down 

my lady's pledge !" 
He cried, and ever as he cried, they felt his fkul- 

chion's edge. 

That day when the Lord of Vargas eame to tiie 

camp alone, 
The scarf, his lady's largess, ntmnd his breast was 

thrown ; 
Bare was his head, his sword was red, and from 

his pommel strung 
Seven turbans green, sore badL*d, I ween, before 

Garci Perez bung. 
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THE BRIDE OF CORINTH.* 
FROM THE GERlf AN OF GOXTHK. 

A STAAVom yooth ftom Athens came 
To Corinth, though htmaelf unknown, 

Rdying on bis father's name : 
Nor hospitable ties alone 

Secnir'd Jiim a Corinthian friend, 
For, plighted by his fisher's vows, 
He long'd to see his plighted spouse^ 

And hence his journey's' aim and end. 

But shall the stranger welcome be? 

Or must her love be dearly bought ? 
Alas ! a heathen still is he. 

And they the Christian faidi are taught ! 
And when new forms of Adth arise, 
How soon love's tender blossom dies, 

IVitbout a sigh, without a thought ! 

The house in midnight silence lies, 
Fadier and daughters all at rest ! 

Sleep only shuns the mother's eye»— 
She rises to receive the guest—- 
She leads him to a chamber bright, 

And wine and bread before him laid : 

She bows, and wishes him '* Goed night !" 

He thought not of the wine and bread, 
He only felt a wish for 



« This beautiful tranalsdon i^ipeored in BUud^wood'a 
Magaslne in 1819.— £<i. 
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At once he fliiog him on the bed- 
Hit weary limbs scarce feel repose. 
When, bttsh ! the chamber-doors undoae. 
And in there steals a timid guest. 

He WAkes— and by the lamp's faint light. 

Behold a maiden tall and fair ! 
Her veil is white— her robes fure white- 
Black is the band that twines her hair,; 
*Tis black, but streak'd with lines of gold- 
She screams, and shudders to behold 
The stranger youth reclining there. 
And, lifting her white arm in air, 

Exclaims, *^ Then am I nothing here ! 

Guests come and go, and none tells me ! 
Dark is my chamber, lone and* drear. 

And here to come is infamy. 
To wander here is scathe and shame, 
Sleep on, young stranger, quietly, 

And I will yanish as I came V 



i»» 



*' Stay,** cries the youth, '* Stay, maiden dear,*' 
As lightly from the couch springs he, 

** Ceres and Bacchus, lo ! are here. 

And Love, sweet maid, hadi come with thee. 
Ah ! thou art pale with idle fear. 

The Gods are good, and blest are we !** — 

** Away— young man— stand far away. 
What pleasure is, I feel not now-^ 

Joy bath for ever fled from me, 

Scar*d by a mother's gloomy vow :^ 
She fcar'd to die, — my youthful bloom. 

My hopes of love— her stem decree 
Hath destin'd to ^ living tomb I 
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Our aneiiBnt gods no longer deign 

In this duU mansion to reside-— 
But one, who dwells in heaven unseen, 

And one, upon the cross who died, 
Are worshipped with sad rite severe : 
No ofiering falls of lamb or steer ; 
But human victims suffer here !'* 

He ponders, with a trembling heart, 
£acb word thatfalis upon bis ear, 
*' And art thou then— -ah ! sure thou art 
My plighted spouse, that meets me here ? 
Be mine, my love ; our fathers* vow 
Hath blessed our loves—* be mine even now !" 

'< Have they not told thee then,'* she cried, 
'* That I thy consort may not be— 
My sister is thy destin'd bride ; 
But in her arms, ah ! thick of me. 
Who in my cell will think of thee. 
Who pine and die with love of thee : 
The cold earth soon my woes will hide !'* 

« No '.—never ! — by this lamp I swear ; 

That glowing emblem's Hymeii*s torch ; 
Thou shalt not perish tlius from me. 

Oh ! we will seek my father's porch. 
And from this home of sorrow flee ; 
Be mine, my love, be mine to-night. 
To-morrow's sun will guide our flight.** 

She reaefa'd to him a chain of gold, 

Of deathless love a token fair ; 
He reach'd to her a silver cup, 

Adom'd with graviogs ridi and rare; 
** The cup, my love, I may not take, 
But give me, tbr thine own dear sake, 
One only ringlet of thy hair !" 

K 
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Damp strikes the hear thwt fpiftta luiow— 
Her eyet iviih eager plsftnire akaney 

Her cbeek awiMDM a s|»arikUBg gfewr. 
Her pale lips quaff Uie fcl#od.iied wine : 

But vainly may Uie youth eotreat, 

The wheaten braad she will aot eat ! 

She reach'd the wine-cup to his hand. 
Like her, vnth eager joy* he diiakB^ 

He speaks to htr wkh wotda of love-^- 
On lo?e» OD love ahme, he liiiidks. 

In vain his wane entrealiflB piove^ 

No words have eharms her ^Nvaat to inctve— 
In tears, upon the hed he sinks ! . 

She leans above liini o*er the conch, 

" Thy pangs I tnourn, but cannot heal— 

What !— Jia !— my limbs have met thy touch, 

And tell t^ee what I would conceal ; 
White, white as snow ! cold, cdd as deet ! 
Is she whose love thou dost entreat !'* 

He strains her in his closing arm 

With strength that youth and passion gave; 
*' Cold as thou art, thy blood shall warm. 

Even if thy dwelling were the grave. '* 
Widi frenzied clasp of wild desire 
He strains her to bis breast of fire. 

Strange was, I ween, that bridal scene. 

For with their kisses mii^ fieiMrs ; 

But what is coldness^ wh«t are £ran» 
While in her lover*s hoiom j^aesiU 

The blood that stjn 

In his veins warms hers. 
But, oh ! no heart throbs in -h^r breasi I 



i 



.07BAIXAD. , S19 

"Without the door the aiollier stood— 
That undev-veice what may it be, 

She knows nofp^^-And she lingers there. 
She listens long and anxiously ; 

Oh, is it, that abe hears aright, 

Voices Uk» le^rers*, low and light ? 

Brefilhleas the stands, and motionless, 
Till of these low words satisfied'— 

The vows of lispjog tenderness. 
The words of lover and of bride — 
** Hark ! the cock eraws-^day soon will shine ; 
To-morrow nigbti again, my love. 

To-morrow night tbo« wiU be mine." 

The mother hears no moreen wrath 

She bursts into the stranger's room ;-— 
" And is there in my house a maid, 

Thus sharoelesB, who can thus presume 
To wanton— with a stranger too?"— 

Thus thinks she angrily.«.wken, lo ! 

By the lanp*s decaying glow. 
Her own--4ier daughter meets her view ! 

In the first impulse of his fear 

He strove to hide the maiden's face->— 

In vain he drew the curtain's feldt 
In vain he strove her veil to place,—- 

Still from his reaching hand «he rose. 

Tall and more tall her stature grows. 

" Oh, mother ! mother!** hollow sounds. 
Unearthly, form*d each fearful word ; 
" Thou enviest me this bridal night. 
These few short moments of delight, 
To pain am I agaia restor*d 1 
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And is it not enough &at I 

For thee in funeral pall should lie ? 

For thee in youth should fade and die ? 

** Me, from my narrow silent bed, 

Hither a wondrous doom hatl^ driven : 

Your priests their mummery-song have said. 
But, oh ! it hath no weight in heaven ! 

In vain your mystic spdls ye prove ! 

The grave is cold— hut chills not love ! 

** I was his doom*d and destin*d bride 
In days while Venus* fane still stood. 
But ye your former vows belied, 

And seal*d your late-leam'd creed in blood ; 
Alas ! no heavenly power stood by. 
When thou didst doom thy child to die { 

** And hither from the grave I roam 

To seek the joys denied in life; 
Hither, to seek my spouse I come. 

To drain bis veins — a vampire wife ! 
His doom is past— his fate severe — 
For Madness hath been bride-maid here ! 

" Young man, thy life is o*er— »the pain 
Is on thee that must end in death ; 

Round thee still hangs my fatal chain^ 
Thy ringlet I must bear beneath. 

Farewell ! farewell ! away ! away ! 

Yonder the morning rises grey ! 

<' Hear, mother, hear a last request. 
Build high for us a funend pile ; 
Oh, from that narrow cell releas'd. 
My spirit shall rejoicing smile ; 
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And when the embers fall away, 
And when the funeral flames arise, 

We'll journey to a home of rest,-— 

Our ancient gods ! — our ancient skies !" 
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HARDYKNUTE.* 

LADY WABDLAW. 

Statklt stept he «a«t the ha', 

And stately stept be west ; 
Full seventy yeirs he now had sene; 

With scarce sevin years of rest : 
He livit whan Britons' braaoh of faith 

Wrocht Scotland meikle wae, 
And aye his sword tauld to their cost, 

He was their deidly fae. 

Hie on a hill his castle stude, 

Wi* halls and tourU obicht, 
And gttdely chambers fair to see, 

Whare he lodgit mony a knicht. 
His dan^e^ sac peirless anes, and fair, 

For chaste, and bewtie, shene, 
Nae marrow had in a' the land, 

Save Emergard the qoene. 

Fall thirtein sons to htm she bare, 

All men of valour stoot, 
In bluidy ficht, wi* sword in hand, 

Nyne lost their lives bot doubt ; 

* This oelebntedanAbeaatilkdbalkid lint appeared sno. 
nymously in 1719. The date of the story rden to 1S63, 
when Haco king of Korway made a descent on Scotland, and 
was deftated.^£d. 
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Four yit remain*d ; lang mote they live 
To stand by liege and land : 

Hie was their fame, hie was their micbt. 
And Jiie was their command. 

Greit luve they bare to Fairly fair, 

Their sister saft and deir, 
Her girdle shaw'd her middle jimp. 

And gowdin glist her hair. 
What waefou wae her bewtie bred ! 

Waefou to young and auld ; 
Waefou I trow to kyth and kin, 

As story ever tauld. 

The king of Norse, in summer fide, 

Puft up wi* pouir and micht. 
Landed in fair Scotland the yle, 

Wi* mony a bardie knight 
The tidings to our gUde Scots king 

Came as he sat at dyne, 
Wi* noble chiefs, in braive aiay. 

Drinking the bluid-red wyne. 

" To horse, to horse, my royal liege ! 
Your faes stand on the strand; 
Full twenty thousand glittering speira 
The chiefs of Norse command.** 
" Bring me my steid Mage dapple gray,*' 
Our gude king raise and cry*d : 
A trustierbeist in all the lanc^ 
A Scots king nevir seyd. 

*( Gae, little page^ tell Hardykoute, 
Wha lives oh hill sae hie. 
To draw his sword, the dreid of faes, 

And haste and follow me.*' 
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The lifcde page flew swift as dart 
Fluog \}j his master's arm ; 
'^ Cum down, cum down, lord Hardyknute, 
And red your kiog frae harm." 

Then reid reid grew his dark-brown cheiks, 

Sae did his dark-hrown brow ; 
His luiks grew kene as thej were wont 

In danger grit to do. 
He has tane a horn as grene as grass, 

And gien fi?e sounds sae shrill, 
That trees in grene wode shuke thereat, 

Sae loud rang ilka hill. 

His sons in manly sport and glie 

Had past the summer's mom ; 
When, lo ! down in a grassy dale 

They heard, their father's horn. 
<< That horn," quoth they, '* neir sounds in peace, 

We've other sport to bide;" 
And sune they hied them up the hill, 

And sune were at his side. 

" Late, late yestrene, I weind in peace 

To end my lengthen'd lyfe; 
My age micht weil excuse my arm 

Frae manly feats of stryfe : 
But now that Norse does proudly •boast 

Fair Scotland to enthral. 
It's neir be said of Hardyknute, 

He feir'd to Echt or fall. 

" Robin of Rolhsay, bend thy bow, 
Thy arrows shute sae leil, 
That mony a comely countenance 
They've tum'd to deidly pale. 
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Bratve ThoiiiM> taik ye but yoar knee* 
Ye need nae weapons neir, 

Gif ye feeht wft, as ye did aneSy 
'Giunst Wflrtraoreland's fefce heir. 

" And Maleolm, ligbt of ftjie m stag 

That runs in forest wiMe^ 
Get me my thousands thrie of men 

Weil bred to sword and shield : 
Bring me my horse and hamisine^ 

My blade of metal clere;'* 
If faea but kend the hand it bare, 

They sune had fled for fdr. 

" Farewell, my dame, sae pcirless g«de^ 

And tuke her by the hand ; 
" Fairer to me in age you seim 
Than maids ibr bewtie ilim*d : 
My youngest son sail here remain, 

To guard these stately touirs, 
And shute IJhe silver bolt that keips 
Sae fast your painted bowers.'* 

And first she wet her comely chciks, 

And then her boddice grsne; 
The silken cords of twirtle twist 

Were plet wi' stlrer shene ; 
And apron «et wi* mony a dyce 

Of neidle-wark sae laie, 
Wove by nae hand, as ye may guess, 

Save that of Faiiiy fair. 

And he has ndden owre muir and moM, 
Owre hilk and mony a glen^ 

When he cam to a wounded kaicfat, 
Making a heavy flune : 



»» 
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*\ Here xdmib I lye, here maitin I dye, 
By treacherie*ft fause gyles ; 
'Witless I was that eir gave faith 
To wicked woman's smiles.'* 
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Sir knicht, gin ye were in my bouir, 

To lean on silken seat, 
My ladle's kindly care you'd pmve, 

Wha neir ken'd deadly hate ; 
Hersell wad watch ye all the day, 

Her maids at d«d of night ; 
And Fairly lair your heart wad cheir, 

As she stands in your ucht. 

" Arise, young knight, and monnt yonr steid, 
Bricht lows the abyhand day ; 
Chuse frae ray menaie wham ye pleise, 

To leid ye on the way." 
YfV smyless luik, and Tisi^e wan. 
The wounded knicht reply'd, 
*' Kind chieftain, your intent pursue^ 
For here I maun abide. 

** To me nae after day nor nieht 

Can eir be sweit or fair ; 
But sune, beneath ^me drapping tree, 

Cauld dethe sail end my care." 
Still him to win strave Hardyknote, 

Nor strave he famg in vain ; 
Sbovt pleiding eithly micht prevale, 

Him to his lure to gain; 

" I vrill return wi* speid to bide 

Your plaint and mend your wae : 
But privMe grudge maun neir be quell'd. 
Before our countrie's fae. 
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Mordac, thy eild may best be spair'd 
The fields of stryfe frae mang; 

Convey sir knicht to my abode. 
And meise his egre pang.** 

Syne be has gane far hynd out-owre 

Lord Chattan*8 land sae wyde; 
That lord a worthy wicht was aye. 

When faes his courage sey*d : 
Of Pictish race, by mother's side ; 

When Picts rul'd Caledon, 
Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid 

When he sa?*d Pictish crown. 

Now with his ferce and stalwart train 

He recht a rising hicht^ 
Whare brade encaropit on the dale 

Norse army lay in sicht ; 
" Yonder, my valiant sons, full ferce 

Our raging rievers wait, 
On the unconquerit Scottish swaird 

To try wi* us their fate. 

** Mak orisons to him that say'd 

Our sauls upon the rude ; 
Syne braively shaw your veins are fiU'd 

Wi* Caledonian bluid.*' 
Then furth he drew his trusty glaive, 

While thousands all around 
Drawn frae their sheiths glanc*d in the sun. 

And loud the bugUs sound. 

To join his king, adown the hill 

In haste hift march he made. 
While play and pibrochs, minstrals meit, 

Afore him stately strade. 
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" Thrise welcum, valiant stoup of weir, 
Tliy nation's shield and pride ! 
Thy king nae treasoun has to feir, 
When thou art by his side." 

When bows were bent, and darts were thrawn, 

For thrang scerce could they flie ; 
Hie darts clave arrows as they met, 

Ere faes their dint mote drie. 
Lang did they rage, and fecht full ferce, 

Wi* little skaith to man ; 
But bluidy, bluidy was the feild 

Or that lang day was done. 

The king of Soots that dndle bruik*d 

The war that luik'd like play, 
Drew his braid sword, and brake his bow, 

Sen bows seem'd but delay. 
Quoth noble Rothsay, ** Mine I'll keep, 

I wat its bleid a score." 
** Haste up, my merrie men," cry'd the king. 

As he rade on before. 

The king of Norse he socht to find, 

Wi* him to mense the faucht ; 
But on his forehead there did licht 

A sharp unsonsie shaft : 
As be his hand pat up to fell 

The wound, an arrow kein, 
O waefu chance ! there pinn'd his hand 

In midst atweene his eyne. 

" Revenge ! revenge !*' cry*d Rothsay's heir, 
*' Your mail-coat sail nocht bide 
The strength and sharpness of my dart," 
Whilk shar*d the riever's side. 
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Anitfaer arrow woil be nwdt'd. 

It pierc*d his Deck In tw»; 
His hand^ then quat the sQv«r aeuu^ 

He low as yeird did Ul 

» Sair bleids my liege! Sair, sair be Ueidai*' 

Again with micht he diew. 
And gesture dieid, his sturdy bow ; 

Fast the braid arrow iew : 
Wae to the knicht he ettled aft; 

LAment now quene Elgreid ; 
Hire dames to wail your darling's fall* 

His youth, and comely meid. 

*< Tak aff, tak aff his costly jopeb*' 
(Of gold well was it twin*d» 
Knit like the fowler's net* Ihreiich wlalk 
His steily harnes shyod.) 
*' Beir Norse that gilt firae ma» 4lid bid 
Him venge the bluid it wtirs ; 
Say* if be face my beaded bow 
He sure nae weapon feiis*" 

Proud Norsc^ with giant body taU, 

Braid shoulder, and anns strong, 
Cry*d, ** Where is Haidykmite see hm*4. 

And feir*d at Britain's throne? 
Tho* Britons trembU at his name, 

I sune sail mak him wail. 
That eir my sword was made aae sharp, 

Sae saft his coat of mail." 

That brag his stout heart cou'dna Mde, 
It lent him youthfu' micht : 
« I'm Hardyknute. This day," he ory'd, 
*" To Scotland's king I hicht 
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To lay thee low as bone's hofa; 

My word I mean to keip :'* 
Syne with the first dint eir he strake 

He gard his body Ueid. 

Norse me like grey gosebauk stair'd wilde, 

He sich'd wi* shame and sptyte; 
Disgrac'd is now* my far-fam*d arm 

That left thee pouir to stryfce." 
Syne gied his hdm a blow sae felJ, 

It made him down to stoup, 
Sae low as he to ladies U8*d 

In courtly gyse to lout. 

Full sune he rais'd his bent body; 

His bow he manreld sair^ 
Sen blows till then on him bat dar'd- 

As touch of Fairly fhir* 
Korse ferlied too, as sair as he, 

To see his stately luik; 
Sae sune as eir he strake a fae, 

Sae sune his lile he take. 

Whare, like a ^e to hether set, 

Bauld Thomas did advance, 
A sturdy fae, wi' luik enrag'd^ 

Up towards him did prance : . 
He spurr'd his «teid throneh thickest ranks ' 

The hardy youth to quell ; 
Wha stude unmunt at his approach 

His furie to repeli. . 

" That short brown shaft, sae mebly trim'd, ' 
Luiks like poor Scotland's geir ; • 
But dreadfu' seims the rusty point V* 
And loud he leuch in jeir. 
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Aft Britons' UmAb fas din^d ili dhyne, 
Its point cut short tlioiriqnRit.** 

Sjrne pere'd *e huonia ^s bonded dnsk^ 
Nae timo be toko to 



SbortwUlefaomfaiBsodil 

His stimip was nae at^. 
But feible bong bii 

Sure taken bo voa fof ! 
Swytb on tbo boidea'd cUrf be Ml, 

Ridit far was beard the tbiid ; 
But Tbomas luk'd not as be bij 

All weltering in bis bbtde. 



Wi* cardess geAore^ nind nnnrav'd. 

On nide be nortfi tbe fdain, 
His seim in peaoe^ or fevcest stryfe. 

Aye reckless, and tbe same. 
Nor yit his heart damee' dimpled cbsOc 

Could meise saft fanfe to bmik ; 
Till Tengefu* Ann. rettmi'd hie soorn, 

Then languid 
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All panting on the plan. 
The bleiding oerpie of warrioun hi j, 

Neir to arise again ; 
Ncr to rctnrn to native land ; 

Nae mair wi* blythsvA sounds 
To boast tbo glories of tbat dmf. 

And shaw their shynoad wounds. 

On Norway's coast the widowk dame 
May wash die iDcks wi* tcin. 

May butg hike owre tbe sbipless 
Before her mate appeii*. 
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Cease, Emma) cease to hope m rtm, 

Tby lord lyes in the day i . 
The vaUant Scots nae rievcrs thole 

To cany lyfe away. 

There on a lee, whare stands a cross 

Set up for monumeDt, 
Tlioosands fu* ferce, that summer's day, 

Fiird kene war's black intent. 
Lict Scots while Scots praise Hardyknute^ 

Let Noras the name aye dreid i 
Aye how be faucbt, aft how he spiir'd, 

Sail latest ages reidi 

Loud and dull blew the westlin wind, 

Sair beat the heavy sfaonir; 
Mirk grew the night ere Hardyknute 

Wan neir his stately touir : 
His touir, that us'd wi' torches bleise 

To sfayne sae far at nicht, 
Seim'd now as black as motiraing weid : 

Nae manrel sair he sich'd. 

" There's na* Hcht in my lady's bouir. 
There's nae Itcfat in my ha* ; 
Nae blink s^nefr found my Fairly fair, 

Nae ward stands on. my wa*. 
What bodes it ? Robert, Thomas, say." 
Nae answer fits ^eii dreid. 
** Stand back, my sons, I'll be your gyde." 
But by they past wi' speid. 

^* As fast I hae sped owre Scotland's faes— " 
There oeas'd bis brag of weir ; 
Sair sharo'd to mind ocht but bis dame, 
And maiden Fairly fair. 
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Black feir be Helt, but wfaa to feir 
He wistna : yit wi* dreid 

Sair shuke his body, sair his limbs, 
And a* the waniour fled. 



FAUT IX. 

PlNrKKTON.* 

RsToax, retarn, ye men of bkiid, 

And bring me back my chylde !*' 
A dolefu' voice frae mid the ha* 

Reculd, wi* echoe 'vrylde. 
Bestraogfat wi* dole and dreid, nae ^tmit 

Had Hardyknute at a* ; 
Full thrise he nuight his ported speir. 

And thrise he let it fa*. 
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O haly God, for his deir sake 

Wha saT*d us on the rude—-** 
He tint his praier, and drew his ^aive^ 

Yet reid wi* Norland bluid. 
** Brayd on, brayd on, my stalwart sons, 

Grit cause we hae to feir ; 
But aye the canny feioe eoDtemn 

The hap they eamsa veir.' 



>* 



'' Return, return, ye men of bluid. 
And bring me back my chylde !" 
The dolefu* voice frse mid the ha' 
Reculd, wi* echoes wylde. 

« Tliifl MOODd part was fitft niblished In 1781, in a coOmD- 
tion of Traffic Ballada^ ^ Mr Pitikexton, a»& ia not uaiwor. 
thy of a place beside Lady Wardlaw's beautiful oompoii- 
tion.-JW: 
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The storm grew ryfe^ Ihrouch a' the lift 

The rattling thunder rang. 
The black rain shour*d» and lichtaing glent 

Their hamisine alang. 

What feir possest their boding breests. 

Whan, by the gloomy glour, 
The castle ditch wi* deed bodies 

They saw was fill*d out*owre ! 
Q^oth Hardyknute, ** I wold to Cbryste 

The Norse had wan the day, 
Sae I bad kept at bame but anes, 

Thilk blaidy feats to stoy." 

Wi* speid they past, and syne they recht 

The base-court's sounding bound, 
Deip groans sith heard, and throuch the mirk 

Luk'd wistfully around. 
The moon, firae hind a sable cloud, 

Wi* sudden twinkle shaoe. 
Whan, on the cauldrif yeird, they land 

The gude Sir Mordac layn. 

Besprent wi* gore, frae helm to spur, 

Was the trew-heartit knicht ; 
Swith frae his steid sprang Hardyknute, 

MuT*d wi' the heavy sicht. 
V O say, thy master's shield in weir. 

His sawman in the ha' ; 
"What hatefii' chance could hae the pouir 

To lay thy eild sae law !" 

To his complaint the bleeding knicht 

Betum'd a piteous mane^ 
And recht his hand, whilk Hardyknute 

Claucht streitly in his ain : 
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" Gin eir f we latd Hndyknuis^ 
Frae Mordac |* okmi a^. 
Lord Dfaffim-B trcnoun to oonluu 
He us'd his steddieyt fay." 

He midit on mur, §» cruel d&iim 

Forbad him t» iproceid ; 
** I TOW to God I viana deip 

Till I see Dnffiui bleid. 
My SOBS, your sister was own fair : 

But bruik he ialkia lao^ 
His gude betide ; my last foibode 

He'll trow belyve aae 



" Bown ye mycydfiBt friends to kyth 

To me your luv« sae deir; 
The Norae* defeat note wcill 

Nae riever ye need feir." 
The speirmen, wi* a michty shout, 

Cry*d, " Save our naaster deir I 
While be dow beir the sway bot care 

Nae riever we aall feir." 

" Return, Mlttra, ye men of Uuid, 
And bring me back my cbylde T' 
The ddefu' voice fne mid the ha* 
Reculd, wi* edues wyide. 
" I am to wyte, my valiant friends :'* 
And to the ha' they ran ; 
The stately dore full sUeitly deik'd 
Wi* iron boltis thrie they faiid. 

The stately dore, thouch -slzcitly atmk'd 
Wi' waddin iron boltis l^rie, 

Richt «une his might can eitbly ur 
Frae aff its hiogts ffie. 



' Wbare hae ye taiM my doehter dor? 
Mair wold I see hot dM 
Than see her io your bridal bed, 
For a* your portly meid. 



<* What tboBcfa my glide and valiant ImkI 

Lye strecht on tfae cauld clay ? 
My sons the detbe may abUus spair 

To wreak their sister's waa." 
Sae did she cmoe wi* heavy efaeir, 

Hyt luiks, and bleirit eyne; 
Then teirs fir^t wet his mAnlyckeik 

And snawy baird bodeeiie. ^ 

*< Nae riever here, my dams «ae deir. 

But your leil lord you see : 
May hwst harm betide his li/e 

Wha brocht sic haim io thee { 
Gin anes ye may believe my word* 

Nor am I U8*d to lie, 
By day-prime he or Hardyknute 

The bluidy aetbe sail die." 

The ha', wbare late the Unkia bnobt 

Sae gladsum shin*d at e*eB, 
Where penanta gleit a gowdea bleise 

Owre knicbts anj ladys shene* 
Was now sae mirk, that, thiouob tfie bound, 

Nocht mote they wein ie see 
Also throiiQh the southern pon tha moon 

Let fa' a blinkand gUe. 

** Are ye in auith my deir luT*d loid ?** 
Nae mair she douoht to aay, 
But swounit on his AMmest neek 
Wi* joy and lante fry. 
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To ne bcr in sic balefii* Mit 

Retiv'd his selooatfa ftin ; 
Bat gone the nus'd ber comelj loik, 

And taw hb fa*ing lean. 

« Te are nae wont to gvrit wi* wrancfa. 
Grit cause ye hae, I dnid ; 
Hae a' our tons their lives i«dem*d 
Frae forth the dowie leid?" 
" Saif are our valiant sons, ye wee, 
But lack thehr sialer deir ; 
When she's awa, hot any doubt, 
We hae grit caoae to feir."^ 

« Of a* oar wnuig% and her dieparl^ 

When ye the suith sail hen-, 
Nae marvel that ye hae mair caoae^ - 

Than ye yit weit, to feir. 
O wherefore heir yon leignand knicht 

Wi' Mordac did ye send? 
Te suner wald hae perc*d his heart 

Had ye his etUing ken'd." 

« What may ye mein, my peirless dame ?- 

That knicht did move my ruthe 
Wi'balefu'mane; Ididnadoubt 

His curtesie and truthe. 
He maun hae tint wi' sma* renown 

His Ufe in this feU rief ; 
Richt sair it grieves me that he heir 

Met sic an ill relief." 

Quoth she, wi' teirs that down her eheiks. 
Ran like a silver shouir, 
*< May ill befa* the tide that bracht 
That fause knicht to oar touir : 

4 
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Ken*d ye na Draffaii*s lordly port, 

Tho* cled in knichtly graith ; 
Thouch hidden was his hautie luik 

The visor black henethe?'* 

'* Now, as I am a knicbt of weir, 

I thocht his seeming trew ; , 
But, that he sae deceived my ruthe, 

Full sairly he sail rue.** 
" Sir Mordac to Uie sounding ba* 

Cam wi* bis cative fere. 

* My sire has sent this wounded knicht 

To pruve your kyndlie care. 

' Yoursell maun watch him a* the day, 

Your maids at deid of nicht ; 
And Fairly fair his heart matin cheir 

As she stands in bis sicbt. ' 
Nae suner was Sir Mordac gane, 

Than up tbe featour sprang : 

* The iuve alse o* your dochtir deir, 

I feil na ither pang. 

< Tho* Hardyknute Lord Draffan*« suit 
Refus*d wi* mickle pryde, 
By his gude dame and Fairly fair 
Let him not be deny'd.* 
<« Nocht muvitwi* the cative*s speech, 
Nor wi* his stern command ; 
I treasQun cry*d, a^d Kenneth*s blade 
Was glisterand in his hand. 

** My son, liord'Draffim heir you see, 
Wba means your si8ter*s fay 
To win by guile, when Hardyknute 
Strives in the irie fray. 

L 
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•Torntbee! Hioa iwver Btewi, turn !' 
Baold Kennedi a/d aloud ; 
Bot, sane m Drafin sptnft hb glaive^ 
Mj SOD lay in hb blnid. 

« < I ^ noclit grain Aat Umning ftoe 
That dethe sae sone sold pale; 
Far leas that my trew \wre, thRmdi me;^ 

Her brodier*s dethe aiild waiL 
Btot syne ye sey our Ibtce to priTe^ 
Our force we sail yon shaw !* 
'• Syne the shriU^aottnding horn bedeen 
He tuik frae down the wa*. 

« Ere the pqrtcnlie eoold be flnng, 

Hb kyth the base-court fend ; 
When scantly o' their connt a temd 

Their entrie mii^t gainsland. 
Richt sune the rsging rierers stude 

At their fause roaster's syde, 
Wha, by the haly maiden, sware 

Nae harm said us ~ 



*< What syne befell ye wdl may guess. 

Reft o' our eild's delight" 
** We sail na bog be reft, by mome 
Sail Fairly glad your sicht^ 
Let us be gane, my sons, or now 

Our menzie chide our stay ; 
Farewell, my dame ; your doehter^s lave 
Will sune cheir your effiny." 

Then pale, pale grew hir teirlu' cheik ; 
« Let ane o* my sons thrie 

'4e thb emprize, your eild 
sic travel driew 
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O wfaare were I,' were my deir lord. 

And a' my sons, to bieid ? 
Better to bruik the wriog than sae 

To wreak the hie misdeda" ' 

The gallant RothsHy rose'Mdeeii 

His richt of age to pleid ; 
And Thomas sbaw^d his strentfiy speir ; 
And Malcolm mtin'd faia speid. 
" My sons, your stryfe I gladly see, 
But it sail neir be sayne, 
That Hardyknute sat in his ha% 
And heird his soni was slayne. 

" My lady dcir, ya needna feir ; 

The richt is on our syde.** 
Syne rising wi* richt fraward haste 

Nae parly wsld he byde. 
The lady sat m heavy . mude 

Their tunefu* march to heir, 
While, ikr ayont her 'ken, the isound 

Ka mair mote TMsn hw eir. 

O hae ye sein sense gHttemnd toiiir, 

Wi* mirrie archers csown'd, 
Wha Fannt to see their trembling fae 

Keipt free their countrie's bound ? 
Sic ausum strentfa riiaw'd Hatdyknute ; 

Sic seim*d bis stately meid ; 
Sic pryde be to bis menzie bald, 

Sic frar his fiaes fae gied. 

Wi* glie they past owre mountains rode, 

Owre muirs and mosses weit ; 
Sune as they saw the rishsg sun, 

On Dniffan^a touirs it gleit. 
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O Furly bridit^ I maird sair 

That featour ftet ye laed, 
Wfaase treasoun wrocbt your father's twle. 

And shed yonr brither*s blude ! 

The ward ran to his youthfti' lord, 

Wha 8leip*d his bouir intiU : 
« Kae time for sleuth, your rajpng ftes 

Fare doun the westUn hill. 
And, by the libbard's gowden low 

In his blue banner braid, 
That Hardyknute his dochtir seiks, 

And Drafian*8 dethe, I rede." 

*< Say to my bands of matchless micht, 

Wha camp low in the dale, 
To busk their arrows for the fecbt, 

And streitly gird their maS. 
Syne meit me here, and wein^to find 

Nae just or turney play ; 
When Hardyknute bruds to the field. 

War bruiks nae lang delays*' 

His halbrik bricht he brac'd bedeen ; 

Frae ilka skaith and harm 
Securit by a warlock auld, 

Wi' mony a fairy daarm. 
A seimly knight cam to the ha* : 

« Lord Draffan, I thee braive, 
Frae Hardyknute^ my worthy lord, 

To fecht wi* speir or glaive.*' 

" Your hautie lord me braives in vain 
Alane his micht to prive,' 
For wha, in single feat of Weir, 
Wi' Hardyknute may strive ? 



(( 
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But sith he meios our.stnnih t» sey^ 

On case he sune will find, . . 
That tbouchhis bands leave mine in ire,* 

In force they're far behind. 

Yet culd I wete ihathe wald yield 

To what bruiks nae remeid, 
I for his dochtir waldna hain 

To ae half o* my steid.** 
Sad Hardyknute apart free a* 

Lean*d on. his birnist si^eir ; 
And, when he on his Fairly deim*d. 

He sparM nae sich nor ten*. 

What meias the felon cative vile? 

Bruiks this reif nae remeid ? 
I scorn his gylefu! vows ein thouch 

They recht to a* his steid.". 
Bownd was LondDraffan for the fecfat. 

When lo ! his Fairly deir . 
Ran free he^ hie bouir to the ha', 

Wi' a' the speid of £eir. 

Ein as the mdie star of mome 

Peirs throuch a cloud of dew, . 
Sae did she seim, as round his neck 

Her snawy arms she threw« 
"^O why, O why, did Fairly wair 

On thee her tbo|ud}tlessitt7e ? 
Whase cruel heart can.ettle aye 

Her father's dcfthe tSa pruvel' 



(( 



i»» 



And first he kiss'd; herhluoung cheik. 
And syne her bosom, deir ; 

Than sadly stiade athwart the ha', 
And drap'd ae tendir teir. 
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Gin ony weit to day 
Lord Hanlyknuto, by He?in I smir 
Wi* lyfe he MOloa g|M.*t . 



" My maidens, bring my biidal gvwne, 

I little trew'd yertHBoa, 
To rise fWie bonny Drafikn's bed, 

His bluidy detheto itne.'* 
Syne up to the hie balconja 

She has gane wi' m* her train. 
And sune she eaw her atelwait lord 

Attein the bleiiiag plain. 

Owre Nethao't ynStftmba. he fat'd 

Wi* seeming Ira and pride; 
His blasotty gUiteraad owre hk helai^ 

Bare Allan by his syde. 
Richt sune the bugils blew, and laag 

And bluidy was the fray ;• • 
£ir hour of none^ tlist eiric tyde. 

Had hundreds tint Iheir'day* 



Like beacon bricht at deid of m|^t 

The michty chief muv'd on; 
His basnet, Ueising to'tfaersunt 

Wi* deidly lichtning shona* 
Draffan he sochty wt* lum at aiica 

To end the cniel atiyfe ; 
But aye his speirmar^tfani^ii^ 

Forfend their leid^l'i lyfe* 

The windMg Qyd^ wi* valiaiit4>lii{d 
Ran reiking mony a mile ; 

Few stude ike fiiucht^ yet de^ alane 
Culd end their irietoiL 
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<< Wlia flie^ I vow, sail frag mf tpeir 
Receive the detii^tbey dieid !*' 
CiyM DnifiiiD, aa aHang the plain 
He spur'd his hbu^ixeA ateid* 

Up to him aune a knicht earn piance, 

A' graith*d in ailter mail : 
" Lang have I soobt thee tbnmch the field, 

l&s lance will tell ray talei"' 
Rude was tiie fray, tOl JDrafian's skill 

0*ercame his youthfu' mtcht : 
Perc*d tbnmch the visor to the eie 

Was slayne the tomely knicfat. 

The visor on the sp^r was deft^ 

And Drafian Malcolm spied ; 
'* Te should yonr vaunted speid this day. 

And not your.atrenth, hae«^'d.'* 
*' Cative^ awa ye mausnajfliey** 

Stout Rothaay ery'd bedeen, 
** mif frae my glaive^ ye wi' ye heir 

The wound ye -fein'dyestreae.** 

** Mair o' your kin's bluidhae I spilt 

Than I docht 6ver grein ; 
See, Rothsay, whare your britber lyes 

In dethe afore your eyne»" 
Bold Rothsay cry'd wi* lion's; rage^ 

*' O hatefu cursed' deidi 
Sae Draffan seiks our sister's luve, 

Nor feirs far ither maid! " ' ■ 

Swith on the wovd ^hdnow cam' 
Frae ane o* Rotbsby^ band. 

And smote on Draffim*" lifted targe, 
Syne Rothsay's eplent ife fand. 
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Perc'd thioueh the knie to his fierce 
Wba pranc*d wi' egre paio. 

The chief was forc*d to qnit the stryfe, 
And seik the nether plain. 



His minstrals there wt' dolefu* care 

Tlie bluidy shaft withdrew • 
But that he see was barred the fecht 
Sair did the Idder me. 
" Cheir ye, my mirrie men," DnAkn cry'd, 

Wi* meiUe pryde and ^e ; 
" The praise is onn ; nae chief^in bides 
Wi* us to bate the grie.* 



i> 



That hautie boast heaid Hardyknote^ 

Whare he lein*d on his speir, 
Sair wearied wi' the nune-tide beat, 

And toilsum deids of weir. 
Tlie first sicht^ when he past the thnnig» 

Was Malcolm on the swaird : 
" Wuld Heyin that dethe my did had tue, 

And thy youtbeid had spar*d ! 

" Drafian, I ken thy ire^ but now 
Thy micht I mein to see.** 
But eir he strak the dddly dint 
DraSan was on his knie. 
" Lord Hardyknute, stryke gif ye may, 
I neir will strjrve wi* thee ; 
Forfend your dochtir see yon slayne 
Free whare she sits on hie ! 

*' Yestrene the priest in haly band 
Me join*d wi* Fbirly deir; 
For her sake let us part in peice^ 
And neir meet mair in wdr«*' 
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** O King of hevin, what seimly speech 
A featour's lipt can send ! 
And art Uiou he wba baith my sons 
Brocht to a bluidy end ? 

** Haste, mount thy steid, or I sail licht 
And mdt thee on the plain ; 
For, by my forbere*s saul, we neir 
Sail part till aiie Itedi^e." 
« Now mind thy.aitb," ayne-Draffiin 6tODt 
To Allan loudljr cry^, 
Wha drew the sbynmid blade bat, dreid,. 
And pierc*d his masier's syde. 

I/>w to the bleeding eard he fell, 

And dethe atiAaclo8*d his e^ne : 
*' Draffan, till^ notr I didna kan 

Thy' dfetbe> culd aiilve my tetn. 
I wuld to Chrysttf, thoutaifiaat yoiitb. 

Thou wert in life again ; 
May ill b^T nlrmtiilese immtb 

That brocht thee tor sic pain ! 

« Furly, anes &' fctty joy and pryde^ 
Now a' my grief and bale, 
Ye maun 'vi'^lMlf maiden^ byde 

Your deidly faut to wul. 
To Icolm heir ye Drtffii|i*ft«Qne, 

And docbfCir anet «tie' dier, 
Whare she may pay his heidless luye 
Wi' mony atiBtfumAt' teiri*' 
/L 3 
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GIL MORRICB.* 

AVOMTMOUS. 

Gil Morucx was an 'erle*5 son, 
His name it -wmzKl wide ; 

It wasna for his great ricti^ 
Nor yit bis dieikle pride ; 

But it was for a laAf gKy^ 
That UtM on Carron side. 

" Wbare sail I get a bonny boy 
That will win hose and shoon ; 
That will gae to Lord Barnard's ha*, 
And bid his lady^cutti ? 



u 



And ye maun rin my errand, Wiilie^ 
And ye maun rin wi' qieid ; 

When ither boys gang on th^ feet, 
Te sail hae prancing steid.' 



•> 



'* Oh no ! Oh no ! my master dear ! 
I darena for my lif^ ; 
1*11 no gae to ^'bauld baton's, 
For to triestfnrth his wife." 

" My bird Willie, myboy WilKe^ 

My dear Willie,'* he aayd, 
** How can ye strive against the stream ? 

For I sail be obeyU" 

» This romantic and popular baUad has also a peculUr 
interest, as having been the ground. work of the Tkagedy of 
Douglas.— £(/. 
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" But, O my master dear!" bci cry'd, 
" In greneirode ye*re your lane ; 
Gi' owre sic thochts, I wald ye rede» 
For fear ye should tie u*en." 

<* Haste, haate^ I say, gae to. the h4'» 
Bid her cum beire.wi* speid : 
If ye refuse my high command^ 
1*11 gar yottr body bleid. . 

. • ' •; .' . . . 

" Gae bid faiv tfl^e this gay mantel,. j 
'Tis a*: gowd boi the hem ; 
Bid her cum to the glide grenewode, 
•£in by beitel alane ; 

4 

" And tb«re it is. a ailken sarke^ . 
Hir ain hand.$ew*d the sleiye; 
And bid her cum to Gil Morrice— 
Speir nae ^nld bMPCl'fl: kave." 

** Yea s I will gae your black errand, • 
Tho' it be to your.cost^ 
Sen ye ^i\\ nae be wam*d by me, 
In it ye sMlfind fto^t. 

** The bftfoo be*6 a man o* micht^ 
He ne*«r eooid 'bids to taun^ . 
As ye will see before it*s nicht, 
How sma* ye*U bae t» vaunt 

*' And sen I maun yomr erraud rln* '• 
Sae sair against my wilJ^ 
I'se mak a vow, and keip it true, 
ItsaUbadoneforUl." 

And when he earn to brpkei^brigg^ 
He bent his bow and swam s 
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And wtai he ooB ip fftm^pfimim^ 
Set down hit fttt «nd VM. 

And when be CMi %» Bmam^Mftatf 
Wold Deitber dup nor ca*. 

Bat set bit beM boir to fais-lMWit, 
And licbtiy lapf-tbo-wn*. 



He waldna teU tbe lOtfi baH'Cmild, 

Tbo' be itood at the yeat; 
But straigbtfiitDlfae bs* bo mbv 

Whare iboy we«o n» oft ttwtt. 



"HaU! Hail! m/i^dodtotfvl 
M J mcMage winna watt ; 
Dame^ ye OMita lo tbo g«do gnooirodi^ 
Before tfast it bo iMo^ 

" Te're biddo»lak tfab gay suMtel^ 
*Tis a* gowd but the bem : 
Ye mOttsgao i»te gttdogMiio#ode 
£in by yottiM'alUie. 

" And there it isrO rfl h oa oo i kc, 
Tour ain hand sew'd the sleiTe ; 
Ye maun gMspoiblio* CtM'Mortlto;— 
Speir MO baaM baitNi^ leafei'* 

The lady timatjpH wi? bei^fooi^ 

And winked wi* her ee; 
But a* '^at'abo oott'd toy etdo,' 

Forbidden he w«AaatOk . 

I 

** It's surely to my bcmftiwmcmm % 

It neir could be to me." 
« I broogfitiirto Ldrd BftHiafd^»'litfy^ 

I trow ^A '^^'W^sbe. *' : 



HMD up and ipak tfa« wyiitf Mbe, 

(The bairn a|«ii-1ii^ kneeX 
*' If it be cum five Gil Monice, 
It's dear weleiim' to wb, ** 



« 



Te U^ ye-lie^ ye filthy mine^ 
Sae loud ai»l bear ye lie ; 

I brooht il; to Lord Bamatd*^ lady ; 
I tiow'yctbe na««he/' 

Thenr up and^ ipak lite hautd boron, 

An angry ttMl|f mii be ; 
He'»«aen tile table mi* his fbot, 

Sae has he wi^bia loiee 9 
7111 crystal cup and esar dish 

In ffindais he gar'd flte^ 



'* Gae bring a rebe4>f yowr cfiding, 
That iSngs ttpottthtt fiitt ; 
And 1*11 gae to the gude grenewode, 
And 9|Mak ,wi? your lemaa*" 

" O -bide at lMUne» now, Lord Barnard, 
I warde ye Aide «« banitt'; ■ ' 
Neir wyte a man for vlolencef 
That neir wyte ye m* naae." 

Gil^ Monioe sale iii gude gienewode, 
He whistled moA ha lamg t 
** O what means a* the folk coming ? 
My moifatf tafsieB latog.^^ • 

Thebaron tot&e grimawode baoB, 
Wi'meikleaiAe«uMldBi!i»i . 

And there he first spied Gil Morrice 
Kaming'lni yallaW haixs. 
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" Nae wonder, nae wtyn^er, Gil 
My lady lo*es thee weel, 
The fairest part of my body 
Is blacker than thy boeL 

*' Tet ne*er the less oow, Gil 2iorrace> 
For a* thy great beaofle^ 
Ye*se rew the day ye eir was bom; 
That head saU gat wi' me.*' 

Now he has dmwn bis tnisif brandy 
And skated oo the stne ; 

And through Gil Morrioe* ^r body 
He*s gar*d amid Uoa gae^ 

• 

And he has tane Gil Monice* head. 

And set it on a speir ; 
The meanest man in a* hia train 

Has gotten thai head feo bear. 

And he hat lane Gil Moirioe up. 
Laid him across his steid. 

And broeht him .to hi» painted bower, 
And laid him on a bedL 

The lady on the caatle wa.* 
Beheld baith dale and down ; 

And tbeie-ehe saw Gil Monioe' b^ 
Cum trailing to tbe totto. 

" Better I lo'e Uiaft bluidy bead, 
Bot and diat yellow hair, 
Than Lctd Barnavd, end «r hia land% 
As they lig beret end there." 
• ' 
And she has tane Git Monioe' bead, 
And kiss'd baith cheek and chin ; 
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'* I was once as fow jo* ' Oil Moitice, 
As the hip Is o* the stane. 

. . "i 

^' I gat ye in my fiitbeir's bouse 
Wi* meikle sin and shame ; 
I brocbf thee up in the grenewode 
Ken*d to mysel alahet' • 

<< Aft have I b^ thy cradle sitten, 
And fondly seen thee sleip ; 
Bat now I maun gae *bottt thy grave, 
A mother's tears to weip.V . 

And syne she kite'd his bluidy cheek. 
And syne his bluidy chin ; 
<* O better I lo*ed my son Morrice 
Than- a' my kyth and kin. " 



'< Awa, awa, ye ill womani 
An ill death may ye dee ; 
Gin I had kenM he was your son, 
He had neir been slain by me." 

** Obraid menot^ my Lord Barnard ! 
Obraid me not for shame ! 
Wi' that same speir, Q pierce my heart ! 
And put me out o' pain. 

** Since nothing^ but Gil Morfice* head 
Thy jealous rage could quell, 
Let that same hand now tak her lyfe 
That neir to thee did ill. 



ii 



To me nae after days nor nichts- 
Will eir be saft or kind ; 

I'll fill the air wi' heavy sighs, 
And greit till I be blind.*' 
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« Etioacb df.btaid'Uf tDft*« bMn fpSt^ 
Seek not jwu 4«tb IneiM; 
I'd rather far it had been nysel 
Than either hhcn' <w-:ilfee. 

*< VfV waeftt wae I h«w jreur pkim ;- 
Sair, flair I rew Ihb deid. 
That eir this cursed hand of mine, 
Had gar'd hit body 



" Dry up y<mr teatt^ my mmmae.daiiiei 
They neiV can heal the wdnad; 
Ye see his heid upon the speir, 
1^ heart's bitaia dii th^ gtowd. 

<« I curse the hand that did tfiftdeid. 
The heart liuit thoofiht the iU ; 
The feet that bore me wi' sic speid, 
The comely yontk to kill. 

; • •: • • 

« ril aye hmtmltffer Gil MoRioe> 
As gin he w«re mine iin; 
ni neir forget the dretry day 
On wfakh the yailth vat chnn." 



GU.DMiQy4* 



GiLDEROT was a bonny boy, 
H^ roses tiU triaih'oon ; 

* GilderoywMac«lelji»tedfifee-booterinP«tiiri>iie,»nd 
after ocnunitting various outrages in that diBtnct, was » 
last executed.— frf. 



HHi stockiDgs were of silken My, 
Wi' gwters beagiiig dbua. 

It was, I ween, a comelie sight - 
To see sae trim a boy : 

He was my joy, and hearths delight, 
My handsome Gilderoy. 

O sic twa charming een he had I 

Breath sweet as ony rose: 
He never ware a highland plaid. 

But costly silken clotbesw 
He gain*d the lave of ladies- gay, 

Nane e'er to tnm was coy : 
Ah^ wae is me, 1 mourn the day 

For my dear. Gilderoy. 

My Gilderoy and I -were bom 

Baith in ae toun together ; 
We scant were seven years befom 

We 'gan to luve ilk ither : 
Oar dadUes and oar mamies they 

Were fiird wi* mickle-joy. 
To think apon the bridal, day 

Of me and .Gilderoy. 

For Gilderoy^ that luve of mine, 

Gude faith, I freely bou^t 
A wedding sarke cK Holland fine, 

Wi* dainty raffles wrought ; 
And he gied me a wedding ring 

Which I received wi' joy : 
Nae lad nor lassie e'er coidd sing 

Like me and Gilderoy* 

Wi' miqkle joy we spent our prime* 
1111 we were baith sixteen, 
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And aft we put the Uwg w me lime 
Amang the leeret mm^^nmk: 

Aft on t^ benks. we*d sit us tfaeic, 
And sweetly kin and toy;- 

While he wi* garlands dedc*d my hairi 
My handsome fflldewwr. 

Oh that he still had been ootttent 

Wi*metok«dhisIife! 
But, ah» hii. manAi' heart was bent 

To stir in feafaof.stvifik 
And he in many a Yentutous deed 

His courage bauld wad try ; 
And now thw gan my heaot to bleed 

For my dear Gilderoy. 

And when of me his leave he-tuik. 

The tears they wat mine ee : 
I gied him do a parting hnki 

" My beniaongang wi' thee ! 
God speid thee weiJ, mine ain dear heai^ 

For gane is a' my joy ; 
My heart is nnt, stth we maun part^ 

My handsome . Gilderoy. ^ 
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The Queen of Scots possessed nought 

That my love let me want; 
For cow and ew he ta me brought. 

And e'en whan they were scant ; - 
All these did faonesdy poness 

He never did aonoy,. 
Who never fidl'd- to pay their cess 

To my love Oildnroy. 

My Gilderoy,- baith far and near, ' 
Was fear!d in every toun ; . 



And bftoldly hne ftWii tbe geuv 

Of mony a lawkad loun. 
For man to man diint mael him nana. 

He was saa bravtf a boy; 
At length wi* numbers ha was.tane^— 

My winsome GUdeffoyi 

Waaworth the loons that made the laws 

To hang a man for gear; 
To reave of life for sic a cause 

As stealing horse or mare ! 
Had not their laws been made sae strick 

I ne'er had lost my joy ; 
Wi* sonow ne'er-had wat my cfaaek. 

For my dear Gildcioy. 

Gif Gildcroy had .dona amisa 

He mought hae banisht been ;» 
Ab| what sAir enifliky is this, . 

To hang sk' ^lindaomc ■ man i 
T» hang iha Aeiwer <»* Sooftish land, 

Sae sweet -and' finr a.boy;'-^ 
Nae lady had sae white a hand 

As tfaee^ my iGllderoy. 

Of Gfldarof saaftar'd they wiere, 

Wi* irons hia limbs .they, strung; 
To Edinborow led him there, 

Aadcn a-gidLowBhm^ - 
They hnngiMB'high idxxtai the cast) 

HaimasMbaftldaboy; • 
There dyad lAe.7iooih'whaaa I lo'cd best, 

My handsome Gilderoy. 

Sune aa he yielded up his breath 
I bare bis Corpsp away ; 
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Wi* teu% tbftt CrfekM for his ikatb, 
I waah'd his comelie clay ; 

And siker in a gritfe ri|iM deep 
I laid the dear, lo^ voy. 

And noiv forever I maan weep 
My winsome Gilderoy. 



THE MERMAID OF GALLOWAY. 

Tanx'sa maid has sat on the green meneside, 

Thae ten hmg years an' raair. 
An* every first night o* the bonnie new mooo, 

She kaims heir yeUow hair. 

An* aye, while she sheds thae links o' goird, 

Fa' sweet she sings an' hie^ 
Till the fairest bird that wooes the gnien wood, 

Is diarm'd wi' her melodie. 

But wha ever listens to that aweet sang. 

Or gangs the fair dame to see, 
Never hears the sang o* die lafk again, 

Nor lifts up an earthly ee. ■ 

It fell in about the sweet simmer labiith, 
I' the first night o' the new moon. 

That she sat on the tap o! a' asa-wneben robk, 
A-kaiming her silk-locks down. 

« No writer of Scottish baUads has almost ever ezodkd 
our worthy countryman, Allan Cunningham, as this beanti* 
All ballad amplv tnttHes. He is tiie author of msny of tlie 
finest of those inserted in Cromek's Coliections. a» own 
native modesty accounts for these baffiids appearing anon;- 
mottsly.— £dL . 



Uer kaiA it wis o' the pearl ue.white^ 
Like the new won milk, her band, 

Her bonnie breasts like the snawy curd, 
In ft aejugreen silken band* 

Her Bowiag Icx^ owre ber shoulders white, 
She kaim'd, batjh bonnie an* lang ; 

An* ilka ringlet she shed frae her brows. 
She rais*d a lightsome sang. 

I* the very firsi lilt o* that sweet sang, 

"^e birds forbood their young ; 
An' they flew i* the gate o* the grey howlet, 

To listen the sweet maiden. 

I' the second lilt o' that sweet sang, 

O* sweetness it was sae fu*, 
The tod lap up owre our fauld dyke, 

An* digbtit his red*wat mou. 

1' -the «ery third lilt o* that sweet sang, 

Red low*d the new-w^« moon ; 
An* the red red blude on the yellow gowan tap, 

Frae the olear.stams drappit down» 

<< I bae dwalt on tb« l^ith,*' quo* the young Gowhili, 
*< Thae twenty years an' th/ee, 
But the sweetest sang e*er brake frae a lip. 
Comes tbroDgh the graen wood to me. 

*< O is it a voice frae twa «artblie lips, 
Wbilk maks sic inelodie ? 
It wad wyle the lark frae the morning lift, 
An* weel may it wy}e me l" 

*« I dream*d a dreary thing, master, 
Whilk meikle 1 fear ye rede ; 
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I dreuD'd ye klBi*4 m pA o* MTMt U pa^ 
That dntppit o' nd hayrt^ bhide.*' 

" Come hand my «teed, ye little foot ptgt^ 
Shod wi* the red gowd roun* ; 
tUl 1 kiss the lipe whitt sang sae nvvet;*' 
An' lightly lap be doi^m. 

** Kiss nae the nngcr^s Upi» maalcr. 
Kiss nae the singer's chin ; 
Touch nae her hand," quo* the littlie Ibot pagi^ 
'< If skaitbless faame ye'd win. 

** O wha will sit i* your toem taddle, 
O wha will bruik your gluTe ; 
An' wha will fauld yonr erled bride, 
I' the kindly clasps o' lo^ ?" 

He took alF his hat, a' gowd i* the xim, 

Bound wi' a siller ban' ; 
He seem'd in a low«, wi* bis gowd vaiment^ 

As thro' the green wood he ran. 

** The simmeMew fii'a aall^ fu9 maid, 
Aneath the siller moon, 
But eerie is thy seat i' tfie wck, 
Wash'd wi' the white wai^wm. 

*' Come wash me wi' tby lily-wfalte hand, 
Below* and 'boon the knee ; 
An' I'll kaim thae links o' yellow btnufaig gowd, 
Aboon thy bonay blue ee. 

" How rosie are thy parting lips ! 
How lilie-white thy skin ! 
An* weel I wat thae kissing een 
Wad tempt a saint to sin." 
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" Tak aff tbae ban an* bdbA o' g(»wd, 
Wi* thy gar'd doublet fine, 
An* throw me aff thy green mantle, 
Ijeaf 'd wi* tfie tiller twine. 

'< An* a* in courtesie, fair kinght, 
A maiden's mind to Win ; 
The gowd lacing o* thy green weeds, 
Wad harm her liHd skin.'* 

Sae coost he aff his green mantle^ 
Hemm'd wi' the red gewd roun* ; 

His costly doublet coost he aff, 
Wi* red gowd llower*d down. 

** Now ye mavn kafm my yeHew hair, 
Down wi* ny peerlie kdm, 
Then row me in thy green mantle. 
An* tak me maiden h^ne. 



" But first come tak me neath the ehin, 
And syne come kiss my cheek, 
An* spread my hanks o* watery hair, 
I* die new moon-beam to dreep.** 

Sae first be ki8s*d her dimpled chin, 

Syne kiss'd her roeie cheek, 
An' lang he woo*d her willing lips, 

Xiike hether-hinnie sweet ! 

«< O if ye*ll come to the bonnie CowhiU, 
Mang primrose banks to woo^ 
1*11 wash thee ilk day i' the new milked milk, 
An* bind wi* gowd yoiir brow. 

« An' a' ibr a driiA o* die clear water, 
Ye*se hae the itwie wine ; 
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An' a' for the water white UUei 
Te*Be hae these arms o* mine.** 

'*But what*ll ye say to your boanie yonng bride, 
Bu8k*d wi* the siller fine, 
When the rich losses ye kept for her lips 
Are left wi* vows on mine." 

He took his lips fr^e herded rose mou*. 
His arm frae her waist sae sma* ; 
** Sweet maiden, Tm in brydal speed. 
It's time I were awa*. 

** O gie me a token o* luve, sweet May,' 
A leal luve token true**— 
She crapped a lock o' yellow gowdoi hair, 
An* knotted it round his brow. 

'* O tye nae it sae strait, sweet May, 
But wi' luve's rose knot kind ; 
My head is fu* o' burning pain, 
O saft ye maun it bind." 

His skin tum*d a* o* the red rose hue, 

Wi* draps o* bluidie sweat. 
An* he laid his head *mang the water lilies, 
" Sweet maiden, I maun sleep." 

She tyed ae link o* her wat yellow hair 

Aboon bis burning bree ; 
Amang his curling haffet locks 

She knotted knurles three. 

She weav*d o*er his brow the white lilie, 
Wi* witch knots mae than nine,^~ 

Gif ye were seven times bridegrooin owre, 
This night ye shall be mine. 
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O twice he tiim*d his aching head^ 

• An* twice be lifted his ee; 
An' twice he sought to lift the links 
Were knotted owre his bree* 

'' Arise, sweet knight, your young bride waits, 
An* doubts her ale will sour ; 
An* wistly looks at her lilie- white sheets, 
Down spread in ladie bo^er. 

" An* ahe has prenn'd the broider'd silk 
About her white hause bane ; 
Her princely petticoat b on, 
Wi' gowd wad stan* its lane.'* 

He faintly, slowly tum'd his cheek, 

An' faintly lift his ee, 
An' he strave to lowse the witching bands 

Aboon his burning bree. * 

Then took she up his green mantley 

Of lowing gowd the hem ; 
Then took £e up his silken cap, 

Rich wi' a siller stem ; 

Also his doublet, gar'd wi* gowd, 
That low'd to th* evening beam— 

An' she threw them wi' her lilie hand 
Amang the white sea faem.— 

She took the bride-ring frae' his finger. 

An* threw it in the sea ; 
That hand shall mense nae ither ring 
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But wi' the will o' me. 

She fauldfid him in her lilie arms, 
An' lift her pearlie kaim ; 

M 
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His fleecy locks trailM o*er the sand 
As she ttx)k the White sea feem.-^ 

First raise the stsr out4>wre the lttU» 

An niest the lovelier moon ; 
While the beauteous bride o* Galloway 

Look'd for her blythe bridegroon. 

Blythlie she sang while the new moon tmat, 
Blythe as a young bride may, 

When the new moon lights her lamp o* luv^ 
An' blinks the bride away. 

« Kithsdale, thou art a gay^ garden, 
Wi* monie a winsome flower ; 
But the prinoeliest rose o* that garden 
Maiin blossom in my bower. 

" An' I will kep the drapping dew, 
Frae my red rose's tap. 
An* the balmy blobs o' ilka leaf, 

I'll kep them dnip by drap^ 
An* I will wash my white bosom 
A* wi* this heavenly sap." 

An' aye she sewM her alken snood, 

An* sung a bridal sang ; 
But aft the tears drapt fi^e her ee. 

Afore the grey morn cam. 

An* meek the pearly mom at lengfli 

Lift up her lightsome ee^ 
The sun low'd ruddie *mang the dew, 

Sae thick on bank an* tree ; 

The ploughboy whistled at hia dai^ 
The mUk-May answer'd hie ^ 



But the lovely bride o* Galloway 
Sat wi* a watshod ee. 

Ilk breath o' wind 'mang forest leaves 
She heard the bridegroom's tongue, 

An* she heard the bridal^oming Hit 
In ev*ry bird which sung. 

She sat hie on the tap Cower stane, 

Nae waiting May was there; 
Sbe lows'd the gowd busk fiae her breast 

The kaim ftae 'mang her hair, 
She wip'd the tear blobs frae her ee, 

An' lo<d£ed lang and sair. 

First sang to her the blythe wee bird, 
Frae aff the hawthorn green,— 
** r<owse out the love curls fine your hair 
Ye plaited sae weel yestreen." 

An' the spreckled skylark Me 'mang the clouds 
O heaven cam singing down,— 
" Tak out the bride»knots frae your hair, 
An* let thae lang locks down." 

" Conne byde wi' me, ye pair o' sweet birds. 
Come down and byde wi' me • 
Ye shall pick o' the bread, and drink o' the wine " 
An' gowd your cage shall be. " • ' 

She laid the bride-«dce 'neath her head. 

An* syne below her feet. 
An' laid her down 'tween the Hlie-white sheets 

An' soundly did she sleep ; ' 

Nor thought on the bridegroom far awa, 

Drown'd in the faemy deep. 
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It was i' the mid hour o' the night, 

Her siller bell did ring, 
An* soundit as if nae earthlie hand 

Had pu'd the silken string. 

There was a cheek touch*d that ladye\ 
Cauld as the marble stane, 

An* a hand cauld as the drifting snavr, 
Was laid on her breast-bane. 

« O cauld is thy hand, my dear Willie^ 
O cauld, cauld is thy cheek— 
O wring thae locks o* yellow hair, 
Frae whilk the cauld draps dreep.** 

« O seek anither bridegroom, Marie, 
On thae bosom faulds to sleep— 
My bride is the yellow water lilie, 
Its leaves, my bridal sheet !" 



JOHNIE ARMSTRANG.* 

AVrOKYMOCS. 

Sum speiks of lords, sum speiks of lairds, 
And sicklike men of hie degree; 

Of a gentleman I sing a sang, 
Sumetime called Laird of Giinockie. 

The King he writes a lu?ing letter 
Wi* his ain hand sae tenderly. 



* Johnie Armstrang was a formidable border warrior 
about l6aO.^Ed, 
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A.iicl he bath sent H to Johnie Armstnuig, 
To cum and speik with hun speedily. 

Xbe Elliots and Armstrangs did convene ; 

They were a gallant company : 
'We'll ryde and raeit our lawfull king, 

And bring bim safe to Gilnockie. 

Make kinnen and capon ready then, 

A nd venison in great plentie ; 
We'll welcum heir our royal king— 

I hope he'll dyne at Gilnockie. 

They ran their horse on the Langum Howm, 
And brake their speirs with meikle main ; 

The ladyes lukit frae their loft windows, 
'' God bring our men weil back again.'* 

Quhen Jobnie came before the king, 
With all his men sae brave to see^ 

The King he muvit his bonnet to him,r 
Ha wein'd he was a king as well as he. 

May I find grace, my sovereign liege, 

Grace for my loyal men and me^ 
For my name it is Johnie Armstrang, 

And subject of zours, my liege, said he. 

Away, away, thou traytour Strang, 
Out of my sicht thou may'st sune be ; 

1 grantit nevir a traytoor's lyfe, 
And now I'll not b^n with thee. 

Grant me my lyfe, my Liege, my King, 
And a bonny gift I will gie to thee,— 

Full fbur-and-twenty milk-whyt steids, 
Were a' foal'd in ae leir to me. 
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Xbaft Pf"^^ and oicher aft a apavt 
With as meUde gnde Englirfi gUt» 
As fiHir of thor bfaid back* dow bar. 

Away, away, thou traytour attangi 
Out of my sicfat tbou inay'st swm be; 

I grantit nerir a traytour's lyfev 
And now I*U noft bagin with ifaae. 

Grant ma my lyfe^ my liegc^ my King, 
And a bonny gift I'll gie to tfaac^— - 

Gude four-and-twenty ganging mills, 
That gang thiow a' the aeb to me. 

These four-and-twenty mills complete^ 
Sail gang for thee throw a* the adr, 

And as meikle of gude reid qubeit, 
As all their biq»perB dow to heir* 

Away, away, thou tniyteur strange 
Out of my sicbt thou may*st sune be; 

J grantit nevir a traytour's lyfe, 
And now I'll not begin with thee^ 

Grant me my lyfe^ my Uege, my King^ 
And a great gift I'll gie to thee^— 

Bauld four-and-twenty sisters' sons, 
Sail for thee fecbt tho' a' sold flee. 

Away, away, thou tmytour strange 
Out of my sicht thou may'st sune be; 

I grantit nevir a traytour's lyfe, 
And now I'll not begin with thee. 

Grant me my lyfe, my Liege» my King, 
And a br^ve gift I'll gie to thet,— > 
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All between heir and Newcastle town 
Salf pay their zeirly rent to thee. 

Away, away, thou traytour Strang, 
Out of my sicht thou may'st soon be; 

I grantit nevir a traytour's lyfe. 
And now 1*11 not begin with thee. 

Ze laedy se lied now, King, he says, 
Althoch a King and Prince ze be ; 

For I lu*ed naithing in all my lyfe, 
I dare weel say it, but honesty : 

But a let horse, and a fair woman, 

Twa bonny dogs to kill a deir ; 
But England suld haif fund me meil and malt, 

Gif 1 had li?'d this hundred aeir. 

Scho suld haif fund me meal and malt, 
And beef and mutton in all plentie ; 

But neir a Scots wyfe coud haif said, 
That eir I skaith*d her a puir flie. 

To seik het water beneath cauld yoe^ 

Surely it is a great folie ; 
I haif asked grace at a graceless face, 

But there is nana for my men and me. 

But had I kend or I cam frae heme, 
How thou unkind wadst bene to me, 

I wad haif kept the Border-syde 
In spyte of all thy force and thee. 

Wist Englaod's king that I was tane, 

O gin a blytb man wad he be ; 
For ance I slew his sister's son. 

And on hia breast^Nino hn^ a tree. 
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John wore a iprdle about bis middle^ 
Imbroider*d ovrre witb burning gM, 

Bespangled with the same mettle^ 
Maist bewtiful was to bahold. 

There hang nine targats at Johnie's bat^ 
And ilk ane worth thrie hundred poun' : 

What wants that knave that a king suld haif, 
But the sword of honour and the crown. 

qubair got thou these targats, Jobnie^ 
That blink sae brawly abune thy bzie! 

1 gat them in the field fechting, 

Quhair» cruel King, thou dutst not be. 

Had I my horse, and my harness gudc^ 

And ryding as I wont to be^. 
tt suld half bene tald this hundred seir, 

The meitiog of my King and me. 

God be wl* thee, Kirsty, my brither, 
Lang live thou» laird of Mangertoun; 

Lang mayest thou dwell on the Bordovsyde, 
Or thou see thy britber ride up anddooB: 

And Grod be wi' thee, Kirsty, my son, 
Qubair tbou sits on thy nurse's knee; 

But and thou live this hundred zeir, 
Thy father's better thou'lt never be.. 

Farewell, my bonny Gilnockhall,. 

Qubair on £sk syde thou standest stout: 
Gif I bad liv'd but seven zeirs mair, 

I wuld haif gilt thee round about. 

John murder'd was at Carh'nrigg^ 
And all his gallant companies 
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But ScoUand't heart was neir so was, • 
To see sae moDy brave men die. 

Because they saVd their country deir 
Frae Englishmen ; nane were sae bald : 

Qubile Jobnie liv'd on the Border-syde, 
Nane of them durst com neir his bald. 



ADAM O' GORDON.* 

ANOMTMOUS. 

It fell about the Martinmas, 

When the wind blew shill and cauld ; 
Said Adam o* Gordon to his men, 

*< We maun draw to a bauJd. 

** And what a hauid sail we draw to, 
My mirrie men and me ? 
We will gae strait to Towie House 
And see that fair ladie." 

The lady on her castle wa* 
Beheld baith dale and douo, 

When she was 'ware of a host of nsen 
Riding toward the toun. 

** O see ye not, my mirrie men a\ 

see ye not what I see ? 
Methinks I see a host of men ; 

1 marvel wha they be." 



* In 1571i Sir Adam Goidon sent an expedition a^nit 
Alexander Forbes of Towie's castle : on his lady ref usug to 
surrender It, Ker, the commander of the party, barbaBously 
burnt the lady and all her family, altogether thirty-seven 
himum bdngs.— A(. 

MS 
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She weinM it bad been her Inrdy laid. 
As be came riding bame ; 

It wan tbe traitor Adam o* Gordon, 
Wba rec^'d nae sin or sbame. 

She bad nae tuner busked berselly 

And putten on her gown. 
Than Adam o* Gordon and his men 

Were round about the toun. 

Tbe lady ran to her touur heid 

Sae fast as she culd drie^ 
To see if by her speiches fidr 

She culd wf him agree. 

But when he saw the huly safe^ 
And the yates a' locked ittat. 

He fell into a rage of wraoth. 
And his heart was all aghast. 

" Cum donn to me, ye lady gay. 
Cum doun, cum doun to me : 
This nicht ye sail lye in my arms, 
Tbe morrow my bride sail be.'* 

" I winna cum doun, ye fause GoidoD, 
I winna cum doun to thee ; 
I winna forsake my ain deir lord, 
Thouch he is far frae me.*' 

" Give owre your house, ye lady fair, 
.Give owre your house to me; 
Or I sail bum yoursell therein, 
Bot and your babies thrie." 

" I winna give owre, ye fause Gordon, 
To nae sic traitour as thee ; 
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And if ye burn me and my babes, 
My lord sail mak ye drie. 

** But reach my pistol, Glaud, my man, 
And charge ye weil my gun ; 
For, hot if I perce that bluidy butcher, 
We a* sail be undone." 

She stude upon the castle wa* 

And let twa bullets flie ; 
She mist that bluidy butcher's heart, 

And only ras'd his kaie.' 

" Set fire to the house," cry'd fause Gordon, 

A' wud wi* dule and ire ; 
" Fause lady, ye sail rue this deidj 

As ye bum in the fire." 

" Wae worth, wae worth ye, Jock, my man, 
I paid ye weel your fee ; 
IVhy pu* ye out the ground- wa* stane 
Lets in the reik to me ? 

** And ein wae worth ye, Jods, my man, 

I paid ye weil your hire ; 
* Why pu' ye out the ground«wa* stane. 
To me lets in the fire?'' 
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** Ye paid me weil my hire, lady, 
Ye paid me weil my fee ; 
But now I'm Adam o' Gordon's man. 
And maun or do or die." 

O then bespak her little son 
Free aff the nource's knie, 
** O mitber deir, gie owre thu housed 
For the reik it • mothers me !" 
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" I wald gie a' tny gowd, my cfayld, 
S«e wald I a* my fee, 
For ae blast o' the westlin wind, 
To blaw the reik fhw thee." 



O then bespak her dochtir deir, 
She was baith jimp and sma', 

O row me in a pair o' sbetts, 
And tow me owre the wa'." 



u 



Tbey row'd her in a pair o* sbeiis, 
And tow'd her owre the wa' ; 

But on the point o' Gordon's speir 
She gat a deidly fa*. 

O bonnie bonnie was her montii, 
And cherry were her efaeiks; 

And cleir cleir was her yellow hair, 
Whareon the reid bluid dretps ! 

Than wi* his sptir he tnrn'd her own 

gin her face was wan ! 
Quoth he, ** Te are the first that eir 

1 wisb'd aKve again." 

He tum'd her owre and owre again- 
O gin her skin was white ! 
" I might hae spar'd that bonnie face 
To hae been, sum man's delyte.- 

" fiusk and bown, my mirrie men aV 
For ill doom do I guess : 
I canna luik on that bonnie face, 
As it lies on the grass." 

" Wha hulk to freits, my master deir, 
Freits wiU aye filUow them : 
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Let it neir be said, Adam o* Gordon 
Was daunted by a dame." 

But when the lady saw the fire 

Cum flaming owre her heid, 
She weep'd, and kist her children twain ; 

*' My bairns we been bat deid.' 



If 



The. Gordon then his bugil blew, 

And said, ** Awa, awa ! 
Sen Towie House is a' in a flame,- 

I hald it time to gae." 

O thea bespied her ain deir lord, 
Aa be cam owre the lee ; 

He saw his castle in a hlace 
Sae far as he culd see. 

Then sair, O sair, his mind misgave, 
And a' his heart was wae ; 
" Put on, put on, my wichty men, 
Sae fast as ye ean gae. 

".Put on, put on, my wichty men, 
Sae fast as ye can drie : 
He that is hindmost o' the thrang 
Sail neir get gude o* me.' 



f> 



Than sum they rode, and sum they ran, 
Fu* ^t out-owre the bent, 

But eir the fonnost could win up 
Baith lady and babes were brent. 

H6 Wrang bis bands, he rent his hair, 
And wept in teynfu' mude : 
*' Ah traitors, for tlUs cruel deid 
. Te sail weep tein o* bliiid !" 
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And after die GoHon he bai ginep 
Sm fint M be micht drie: 

And sane in fan foal herds blmd 
He hat wrefcin his deir 



THE WIFE OF AUCHTERMUCHTT. 

MOFFAT. 

Iv Aocbtermaditf dwelt a man. 

An hoaband, as I heard it tald, 
Qnha weil coald tipple eot a can, 

And nowtfaer InFit hnngir nor canld. 
Till ancs it fell apon a day, 

He yokit bis plewcb npon the plain ; 
But lebort the storm wald let bim stay, 

Sair blew the day with wind and rain. 

He lows*d the plewch at the land's end, 

And draife his owsen hame at e*en ; 
Quben be came in he blinket ben. 

And saw his wyfe baith dry and dene, 
Set beikand by a fyie full bauld, 

Suppand fat sowp, as I heard say : 
The man being weary, wet, and cauld, 

Betwein thir twa it was nae play. 

Quod be, qnhair is my horses* com, 

My owsen has nae hay nor strae, 
Dame, ye maun to the plewch the mom, 

I sail be hussy ^f I may. 
The seid-time it proves cauld and bad. 

And se sit warm, nae trouble see ; 
The mom le sail gae with the lad. 

And syne acil lun what drinkers drie. 
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Gudeman, quod sclio, conteiii «m I, 

To tak the plewcb my day about, 
Sae ye rule weil the kaves and ky, 

And a* the bouse baitb in and out : 
And now sen ze baif made tbe law, 

Tben gyde all richt, and do not break ; 
Tbey sicker rade that neir did faw, 

Therefore let naitbing be neglect 

But sen ye will bussyskep ken, 

First ye maun sift and syne sail kned ; 
And aye as ze gang butt and ben, 

liOke that the bairns are in the bed : 
And lay a saft wysp to the kiln, 

We baif a dear farm on our beid ; 
And aye as ze gang furth and in, 

Keip weU the gaisUngs frae the gled. 

Tbe wyfe was up ricbt late at e*en, 

(I pray luck give her ill to fair), 
Scbo kirn*d tbe kirn, and skumt it dene, 

Left the gudeman but bledoch bair : 
Then in tbe morning up scbo gat ; 

And on bir heart laid bir disjuoe. 
And pat as meikle in bir lap 

As micht half ser'd them baitb at nune. 

Says, Jok, be thou maister of wark. 

And thou sail baud, and I sail ka, 
I'se promise thee a gude new sark, 

Either of round claith or of sma. 
Scbo lowst tbe ousen augbt or nyne, 

And bynt a gad-staff in her band : 
Up the gudeman rais« after syue. 

And saw tbe wyfe bad done command. 
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He draif the gwtKogs forth to Md, 

There was but eevensmn of them «', 
And by there comes the grady gled. 

And lickt up five, left hhn bat twa : 
Then out he no in a* his mane, 

How sune he hard Uie gaisHngs cry ; 
But then or he cam in again, 

The kaves brak lowse, and suckt the ky. 

The kaves and ky met in the loan. 
The man ran with a rung to red ; 

Then by cam an illwtlly roan, 

And brodit his buttocks tUl they bled : 

Syne up he tuke a rok of tow, 

And he sat down to sey the spinning; 

He loutit donn owre neir the low- 
Quod be, this wark baa ill beginning. 

The learn up thro' the lum did flow, 

Tbe sDte tuke fyre, it fleyed him then, 
Sum lumps did fa' and bum his paw ; 

I wat he was a dirty man. 
Zit he gat water in a pan, 

Quherwith he sloken'd out the fyre ; 
To soup the house he syne began, 

To haud all richt was his desyre. 

Hyne to the kirn then did he sUmre, 

And jumblit at it till he swat, 
Quhen he had rnmblit a full lang hour, 

The sorrow crap o* butter he gat : 
Albeit nae butter he could get, 

Zit be was curamert with tbe kirn, 
And syne he bet the milk sae bet. 

That deil a spark of it wad zyrne. 
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Then beor their catn a greidy torn, 

I trow be cund bir little thank ; 
For in scbo shot hir meikle mow, 

And aye echo winkit, and aye scho drank. 
He tuke the kimstafi* be the achanky ' 

And thoebt to reik the sow a rout) 
The twa left gaislings gat a clank-* 

That straik dang baitb their hams out 

Th^ he bure kendlin to the kill, 

But scho start all up in a low, 
Quhateir he heard, qubateir he saw, 

He kendna now what next to do. 
Then he gaed to tak up the bairns, 

Thocht to have fund them fair and clene; 
The first that be gat in his arms. 

Was a* I to the een. 

Tbe first it smelt sae sappylie^ 

To touch the lave he didna grein : 
The deil cut aff their hands, quoth he^ 

That cram'd lOur kytes sae strata aestrein. 
He traird tbe foul sheits down the gate, 

Thocht to half wasb*d them on a stane ; 
The burn, now risen grit of spait, 

Awa frae him the sheits has tane. 

Then up he gat on a know-beid. 

On hir to cry, on hir to scbout ; 
Scho hard him, and scho hahl him not, 

But stoutly Bteir'd the stots about 
Scho draiff the day unto tbe nicht, 

Scho lowst the plewcb, and syne cam hame ; 
Scho fand all wrang that sould bene richt^— 

I trow the man thocht meikle scheme. 
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Qnoth hc^ my office I Ibnake^ 

For all the hale days of my lyfe; 
For I wald pnt a house to wieft, 

Had I been twenty days gndewife. 
Qnolh sdid; weil mot ae broke yoor plaoe^ 

For tmdy I sail neir accept it ; 
Qnoth he^ Feynd fa* the lyar*s fisoe, 

But sit se may be blyth to get it 

Then up >cho gat a mcflde mng» 

And the gudeman made to the dare; 
Quoth he, Dame» I sal hand my tnng^ 

For an we ftcht I'll get the wanr: 
Quoth he, when I fiMsidce my plewch, 

I tfow I bnt forroke my skill ; 
Then I will to my plewch again. 

Or I and this house will neir do weiL 



WATTT AND MEG. 
WILSOK. 

Kbkh the frosty winds were blawingi- 
Deep the snaw had wreath*d the ploughs, 

Watty, weery*d a* day sawing, 
Daunert down to Mungo Bhie*s. 

Drytter Jock was sitting cracky, 
Wi* Fate Tamson o' the Hill, 
** Come awa," quo* Johnny, " Watty ! 
Haith we*se hae anither gill.** 

Watty, glad to see Jock Jabos, 
And sae mony neibours roun*. 
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Kieket GmB his shoon the tnawba's. 
Syne ayont tUe fire wt down. 

Owre a broad, «i' bannocki heapel^ 
Cheese, and stoups, and glasses stood ; 

Some were roaring, itbers sleepitj 
Itben qiuetly chewt their cude. 

Jock was selliog Pate some tallow, 

A* the rest a racket heP, 
A' but Watty, wha, poor fallow i 

Sat and smoket by himBer. 

Mungo fiU*d bim up a toothla% 
Drank his health and Meg*s in ane, 

Watty, puffing out a montfafii^ 
Fledg*d bim wi* a dreary graae. 

" What's the matter^ Watty, wi' you ? 
Trouth, your chafts are fa'ing in ! 
Something's wFaag— I'm vex'd to see you— 
Gudesake ! but ye're desp'rate thin ! 

" Ay," quo Watty, ** things are aUer'd, 
But it's past redemption now ; 
Ob ! I wish I had been halter'd 
When I marry'd Maggy Howe ! 

" I've been poor, and vex'd, and nggy, 
Try'd wi* troubles no that sma' ; 
Thero 1 bore— but marrying Maggy 
Laid the cap-stanc o' them a*. 

" Night and day ibe's erer yelping, 
Wi' the weans she ne'er can gree; 
When she's tir'd wi' perfect skelping. 
Then she flees like fire oa me. 
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•* See je» Moogo! when she'll desh on 
Wi* her t wileilmg deck. 
Whiles I*ve bed my nctve, in peasiony 
Liftei vp to braek her bedL !" 

" O for gudesake keep fne cnflets !** 
Mungo shook his heed, end said ; 

" Wed I ken what sort of life it's; 
Ken je, Watty, how I did? 

*< After Bess and I were Idppled, 
Soon she grew like ony bear, 
Brak my sbina^ and, when I tippled, 
Harl't oat my very hair ! 

** For ft wee I qoiedy knuckled ; 

But when naelhing would prera^. 
Up my claes and cash I buckled,— 
BeB% for ever fore ye weel. 

« Then her din grew less and less aye, 
Haith I gart her change her tune ; 
Now a better wife than Bessy 
Never stept in leather shoon. 

" Try this, Watty— When ye see her 
Raging like a roaring flood. 
Swear that moment that ye'll lea* her : 
That's the way to keep her good." 



Laughing, sangs, and lasses* skirls, 
£cha*d now out-tfaro' the roof; 
" Done !" quo* Pate, and syne his erls 
Naird the Diyster's wauked loof. 

In the thrang of stories teUing, 
Shaking hauni^ and ither cheer. 
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Swilfa ! a chap comes on the ballan, 
*< Mungo, is our Watty here?" 

Maggy's weel kent tongue and huny 

Darted thro* him like a knife; 
Up the door flew— like a fury 

In came Watty's scalding wife. 

** Nasty, gude-fbr-naethiog being ! 
O ye snuffy, drucken sow ! 
Bringing wife and weans to ruin. 
Drinking here wi' sic a crew ! 

" Deevil, nor your legs were broken 1 
Sic a life nae flesh endures ; 
Toiling like a 8la?e to sloken 
You, ye dyvour, and your 'hores ! 

** Rise^ ye drucken beast o' Bethd ! 

Drink's your night and day's desire : 
Rise, this precious hour ! or, faith, I'll 
Fling your whisky i' the fire !" 

Watty heard her tongue unballow'd, 

Pay'd his groat wi' little din, 
Iieft the hpuse, while Maggy foUow'd, 

flyting a' the road behin'. 

Fowk frae every door came lamping, 

Maggy curst them ane and a', 
Clappet wi' her hands, and stamping, 

Lost her bauchles i* the sna'. 

Hame,. at length, she turn'4 the gavel, 

Wi' a face as white's a clout, 
Raging like a very deevil, 

Kicking stoola and chairs about. 
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** Ye'U lit wi' your limmen nmnd yoa ! 
Hapg yout Sir t I'll be your deftCh ! 
Little bauds my bands, oonfooiid you ! 
But I dea^e you to the teetb." 

Watty, wba, 'midst this oration^ 
£y*d her whiles* but dursCna speak, 

Sat like patient Resignation, 
Trem'ling by the ingle cheeks 

Sad bis wee drap brase be sippet^ 

^ASSy'^-^OBSii^ 8*^ li^ A bell. 
Quietly to bis bed be slipped 
Sighing aften to bimsel*. 

" Nana are free fiiae some ▼exation, 
Ilk ane has bis ills to dree ; 
But thro' a' the bale creation 
Is a mortal ▼ex'd Hke me !" 

A' night lang be low't and gaunted, 
Sleep or rest be cou'dna tak ; 

Maggy, aft wi* horror haunted, 
Mum'ling, started at bis back. 

Soon as e*er the morning peepet, 
Up raise Watty, waefii' chiri', 

Kist bis weenies, while they sleepet, 
Wauken*d Meg, and sought farewceL 

<< Fareweel, Meg!— And oh 1 may Heaven 
Keep yon aye within his can : 
Watty's heart ye've lang been grievin', 
Now he'll never ftsh you main 

*< Happy cou'd I been beside you, 
Happ]^ baith at mom and e'en : 
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A* the ills did e*er belide yon, 
Watty aye turn'd out your frienV 

" But ye ever like to see me 

Vezt and dghingi late and air ; 
Fareweel, Meg ! l*ve sworn to lea' thee^ 
So tbou'lt never see me mair." 

Meg, a* sabbing see to lose him, 

Sic a change had never wist, 
Held his band close to her bosomy 

While her heart was like to burst. 



" O my Watty, will ye lea' me, 
Frien'less, helpless, to despair I 
O ! for this ae time fiirgi'e me ; 
Never will I vex yon mair." 

" Ay ! ye've aft said that, and broken 
A' your vows ten times a-week. 
No, no ! Meg ! see there's a token 
Glittering on my bonnet cfae^ 

** Owre the seas I mardi this morning. 
Listed, tested, sworn and a', 
Forc'd by your confounded gimin'—- 
F««weel, Meg! for I'mawa." 

Then poor Maggy's tears and clamour 
Gush'd afresh, and louder grew, 

While the weans, wi' moumfii' yamour. 
Round their sabbing mother flew* 

" Thro' the yirth I'll waunner wi' you— 
Stay, O Watty ! stay at hame. 
Here^ npo* my knees, I'll gi'e you 
Ony vow ye like to name. 
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See jour pair jonag lamiei plwtin*. 
Will ye gang and biwk oor hevt? 

No m booM to put our hnd in ! 
No a fHend to take oar part!" 

Uka word came like a boUat ; 

Watty's heart bc^poud to shake; 
On a kilt he hud hb wallet^ 

Dightod baaih bis een, and spake. 

" If ance mair I oou'd, by writin|^ 
Lea' the sogers and stay still. 
Wad you swear to drsp your flyting ?" 
*< Tes, O WatQr! yes, I wUL" 

" Then," quo' Watty, << mind be honest; * 
Aye to keep year tamper strive ; 
Gin ye break this dread/u* promise, 
Never mair expect to thriYe. 

** Marget Howe ! this iioar ye solenm 
Swear, by every thing that's gode^ 
Ne'er again your spouse to seal' him. 
While life warms your heart and blood. 

'< That ye'll ne'er in Mungo's seek me— 
Ne'er put drucken to my nam^* 
Never out at e'ening steek m»— 
Never gloom when I come heme. 

« That ye'll ne'er, Uke Bessy Miller, 
Kick my shins, or rug my hair- 
Lastly, I'm to keep the siller. 
This upo' your saul you swear?" 

" O— h !"quo' Meg ;—« Aweel," quo' Watty, 
"* Fareweel ! laitb, I'll try the seaa." 



I 
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*« O Stand still,v quo' Meg, and grat aye ; 
" Ony, ony way ye pleaw.'* 

Maggy syne» becauae he prest her, 

Swore to a' thing owre again : 
Watty lap, and danc*d, and kist her ; 

Wow ! but be was won'rous fain. 

Down he threw his staff victorious ; 

Aff gaed bannet, claes, and shoon ; 
Syne below the blankets, glorious. 

Held anither Hinney-Moon. 



THE POWIE DENS o' YARROW. 

^ AHONTICOIJB. 

Late at e*en driokiog the wine. 
And ere they paid the lawing, 

Tbey set a combat them between, 
To fight it in the dawing. 

** O stay at hame, my noble lord ! 
O stay at hame, my marrow I 
My cruel brother will you betray, 
On the dowie howms o' Yarrow.*' 

*« O fare ye weel, my ladye gay ! 
O fare ye weel, my Sarah .' 
For I maun gae, though I ne*er return 
Frae the dowie howms o* Yarrow." 

She kiss'd his cheek, she kaim'd his hair, 
As oft she bad done before, O ! 

N 



THE GOMM OK-FLACE BOOK 

She belted him with bk noble brand. 
And be*s mwa to Yarrow. 

As be gaed up the Tbmcs benk, 

I wat he gaed wi* aorrow. 
Till, down in a den, be spy'd nine UBB^d men, 

On the dowie howms o' Yarrow. 

** O come ye here to part yonr land. 
The bonnie Forest thoroo^ ? 
Or come ye here to wield yonr brand 
On the dowie howms o* Yanow ?** 

*' I come not here to part my hind, 
And neither to beg nor borrow ; 
I come to wield my noble brand 
On the bonnie banks o' Yanow. 

** If I see all, ye*re nine to ane^ 

And that's an uuequal- marrow ; 
Yet will I fight, while lasts my braad. 
On the bonnie banks o* Yarrow.'* 

Four has he hurt, and five has slain. 
On the bludie braes o' Yarrow, 

Till that stubborn knight came bim behind^ 
And ran his bodie thorou^. 

" Gae hame, gae hame, good-brotber John, 
And tell your sister Sarah 
To come and lift her leafu' lord; 
He's sleeping sound on Yannow.**— 

** Yestreen I dream'd a dolefb' dream ; 
I fear there will be sorrow ! 
I dream'd I pu'd the heather green, 
Wi' my true love, on Yarrow. 



«* O gentle wind, that blowetb south, 
From where my love repairetb, 
Conyey a kiss frae liis dear mouth, 
And tell me how he fareth ! 

" Bin in the glen strive ahtied men ; 

They've wrought me dool and sorrow • 
They've slain— the comeliest knight they've 
slain— ^ 

He bleeding lies on Yaitow." 

Afl >fae gacd down ytm fangh high hill. 

She gaed wi' dool and sorrow, 
Aad in the den spy'd ten slain men, 

Go the dowie bAvks o' Yaitow. 

aie kissM his cheek, ^be kafm'd his hair, 
She search'd his wounds all thorough • 

She kiss'd them till her lips grew red, 
On the dowie hoWms o' Yarrow. 

" Kow baud your tongue, my daughter dear ! 
For a* this breeds but sorrow ; 
I'll wed you to a better lord 
Tfcan him ye lost on Yarrow." 

** O baud your tongue, my lather dear I 
Ye mind me but of sorrow ; 
A fairer rose did never bbom 

Than now lies cropp'd on Yarrow." 
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GRAHAM AMD BXWICK. 

▲KOVTMOI7S. 

Gain Lord Graham b to Carlbfe guie; 

Sir Bobert Bewick there met be; 
And arm in arm to the wtoe thej id gjn. 

And thej drank tMl they were bnith mi 



Code liOfd Graham has ta'en vp the cnph— 
** Sir Robert Bewidc, and here's to thee! 

And here's to our twae sons at faame ! 
For they like us best in our ain ecmntrie.— 

" O were your son a hid like mine^ 

And leam'd some beuks that he could md. 
They might hae been twae brethren baold, 
And they might hae braggit the Border side. 

" Hiey might hae braggit the Border tidet 
Wi* a* that lies i' the south couotrie; 
But your son's a lad, and he's but bad. 
And billie to my son he canna be. 

** Ye sent him to the schools, and he wadna learn; 
Ye bought him beuks, and he wadna read— 
And your blessing shall never he earn, 
Till ye see how his arm can defend his head." 

Gude Lord Graham has a reckoning call'd, 

A reckoning then called be ; 
And he paid a crown, and it went roun* ; 

It was all for the gude wine and free. 
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And he has to the stable g&ne. 

Where there stood thirty steeds ao' three ; 
He's ta*eii his aia horse amang them a', 

And hfune he rade sae manfulUe. 

'* Welcome, my auld father," said Christie Graham, 
" But mrhare sae lang frae hame were ye ?"— 

** It's I hae heen at Carlisle town, 
And a baffled man by thee I be. 

« I hae been at Carlisle town, 

Where Sir Robert Bewick ho met me ; 
He says ye' re a lad, and ye are but bad. 
And billie to his son ye canna be. 

** i sent ye to the schools, and ye wadna learn ; 
I bought ye beuks, and ye wadna read ; 
Therefore, my blessing ye shall never earn, 
Till 1 see with Bewick thee save thy heiid." 

<* Now God forbid, my auld father, 
That ever sic a thing suld be ! 
Billie Bewick was my master, and I was his 
scholar. 
And aye sae weel as he learned me." 

<< O hand thy tongue, thou limmer loun. 
And of thy talking let me be ! 
If thou.doesna end me this quarrel soon, 
There is my glove^ I'll €ght wi* thee." 

Then Christie Graham he stooped low 
Unto the ground, you shall understand ; 
<< O father, put on your glove again, 

The wind has blown it from your hand." 

** What's that thou says, thou limmer loon ? 
. How dares thou stand and speak to me ? 
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If dum do not end this qtnirel tooiit 

There's mj right hand, 1*11 fight wi' tlice.' 



Then Christie €rf«haiii*B to his chaanber gnne^ 
And bis thoughts within him made him si^ 

Whether he suld light wi' his anIA father. 
Or wi' hid bilfie, leam'd BcwSdi. 

*< If I suld kill my hSlie dear, 

God's blessing I sail never win ; 
But if I strike at my auld father, 
I think 'twould be a mortal sin. 

" But if I kill my billie dear, 
It is God's will, so let it be ! 
But I make a tow ere I gang ftae bane) 
That I sail be tfae next man's die." 

Then he's put on his back a good old jack, 

A od on bis head a cap of steel. 
And sword and buckler by h» side ; 

O gin he did not become them wee!*! 

We'll leave off talking of Christie Gnham, 

And talk of him again belyve ; 
And we will talk of bonny Bewick, 

Where he was teaching his scholan live. 

When he had taught them well to fences 
And handle swords without any doubt ;■ 

He took bis sword under his arm. 

And he walked his father's close about 

He looked atween him and the suo^ 
And a' to see what there roi^t b^ 

Till be spy'd a man, in armour bright. 
Was riding that way most hastiliek 
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wha is yon that came this way, 
Sae haatilie that hither came ? 

1 think it be my billie dear ; 

I think it be young Christie Graham. 

** Ye're welcome here, my billie dear* 

And thrioe ye*re welcome unto me."— • 

** Ah ! I'm wae to say I've seen the day 
When I am come to fight wi' thee. 

** My ftither's ggne to Carlisle town, 

Wi' your fiither Bewick there met he ; 
He says I'm a lad, and I am but bad. 
And a baffled maa I trow I be. 

** He sent me to schools, and I wadna leara ; 
He gae me beuks, and I wadna read; • 
Sae my father's blessing I'll never earn, 

Till he see how mgr arm can guarcl my head/* 

*' O God forbid, my billie dear. 
That ever sic a. thing suld be ! 
We'll take three men on either side, 
And see if we can our fathers gree.'* 

'* Now baud thy tongue, now, billie Bewick, 
And of thy talk^ let me be ! 
Bat if thon'rt a man, as I'm sure thou art^ 
Come over the dyke and fight wi' me." 

" But I bae nae harness, billie, on my bock, 
As «ael I see there is on thine ;"— 

" But as little harness is on thy back. 
As little, billie, shall be on mine." 

ThMii he'ft thrown aff bb coa* of mail. 
His cap of steel awa flung hb ; 
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He ttock hit ipear into the groasid. 
And he ty*d his hone unto m trea 

Then Bewick he's thrown aff his cloaky 
And*« psalter liook frae*s hand flung he ; 

He laid hb hand upon the djke^ 
And o'er be lap most manfuUie. 

O thejr faae fought for twa lang hours ; 

When twa lang hours were come and ganc^ 
The sweat drappit fast frae aff them haitfa. 

But a drap o* blude could not be 



Till Graham gae Bewick an awkward stroke^ 
An awkward stroke stricken sickerlie; 

He has hit him under the left breast^ 
And dead wounded to the ground fell he; 

*< Rise up» rise ttp» now, billie dear ! 

Arise and speak three words to me !— 
Whether thou*s gotten thj deadly wounds 
Or if God and good leaching raaj saeoonr 
thee ?" 

** O horse, O horse, now billie Graham, 
And get thee far from hence wi' speed ; 
And get thee out of this <x>untrie. 

That none may know who has done the deed." 

"01 have slain billie Bewick, 

If this be true thou tellest to me ; 
But I made a vow, ere I came frse hame. 
That aye the next man I would be.' 



i> 



He hiss pitched his sword in a moodie-hill. 
And he has leap'd twenty feet and tfane> 
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And on bis ain sword's point he lap, 
And dead upon the ground fell be. 

'Twas then came up Sir Robert Bewick, 
And his brave son alive saw be ; 
" Rise up, rise up, my son, he said, 
I think thou's gotten the Tictorie." 

" O baud your tongue, my father dear ! * 
Of your pridcfu' taikfaig let me be ; 
Ye might bee diuohen your wine in peace,' 
And let me «nd my blllie be. 

** Gae dig a grave, batth wide and deep, * 
A grave to baud baith him and me ; 
But lay Christie Graham on the sonny sid^, 
For I'm aure he wan the victorie." 

« Alack.a.day !" auk] Bewick cried, ' > 

" Alack ! • was I not much to blame ! 
I'm sure I've lost the UveUest lad 
That e'er was bom unto my name." 

*' Alack-«-day !" quo' gude Lord Graham, 
*' I'm sure I bae lost the deeper lack ! 
I durst hae ridden the Border throujfh, 
Had Christie Graham been at wy back. 

« Had I been led throagh Liddcsdale^ 
And thirty horsemen guarding me, 
And Christie Graham been at my back, 
Sae soon as he had set me free ! 

** I've lost my hopes, I've lost my joy, 
I've lost the key but and the look ; 
I dunt hae ridden the world through, 
Had Christie Graham been at my back." 

N3 
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THE GAT GOSS HAWK. 

AMONTMOUS. 

^ O WALT, wtly, my g»y gon hawk. 
Gin your foithering be sheen !" 

<< And waly, waly, my master dear. 
Gin ye look pale and lean ! 

** have ye tint at tournament 
Tour sword, or yet your spear ; 
Or mourn ye for the southern lass. 
Whom ye may not win near?' 



ki> 



'< I have not tint at^oumament 
Afy sword, nor yet my spear ; 
But sair I mourn for my true lore, 
Wi' monie a bitter tear. 

" But weel's me on ye» my gay goss hawk, 
Te can baith speak and flee ; 
Te shall carry a letter to my trae love. 
Bring an answer back to me." 

'< But how shall I your true love 6nd, 
Or how should I her know ? 
I bear a tongue ne'er wi' her spake. 
An ee that ne'er her saw." 

<* O weel shall ye my true lore ken, 
Sae soon as ye her see ; 
For, of a' the flowers of fair England, 
The fairest flower is she. 
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" The red that's on my true love's cheek 
Is like blude draps on the sna«r ; 
The white that is on her breast bare, * 
Like the down o' the white sea^maw. 

"And even at my love's bower door 
There grows a flowering birk ; 
And ye maun sit and sing thereon 
As she gangs to the kirk. 

** And four-and-twenty fair ladies 
Will to the mass repair ; 
But weel may ye my true love ken, 
The fairest ladie there." 

Lord William has written a love letter^ 

Put it under his pinion gray ; 
And he's awa to Southern land 

As fast as wings can gae. 

And even at that ladle's bower 

There grew a flowering birk ; 
And he sat down and sang thereon 

As she gaed to the kirk. 

And weel he kent that ladie fair 

Amang her maidens free ;' 
For the flower that springs in May morning 

Was ne'er sae fair as e]^e. 

He lighted -at that ladle's yate. 

And sat him on a pin ; 
And sang fu' sweet the notes o* love, 

Till a' was oosh within. 

And first he sung a low» low note, 
And syne he sang a dear ; 
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And oy« the o'erwond o' the ssog 
Was—" Your lo?e oadim win hoe** 



Feast oRr feast on, my maidena »' ; 

The wine flows you amang; 
While I gang to my shot window, 

And bear yon bonnie bM*s saog. 

<' Sing on, sing on, my boMMO bhd| 
The sang ye sang yestreen ; 
For weel I ken, by your sweet singing, 
Ye*ve wi* my true l«vc been*'* 

O first he sang a merty sang. 
And syne he sang a grave ; 

And syne be pioked hia featfaers gffiiy> 
To her the letter gave. 

" Hae, there's a letter frae Locd Willian ; 
He says he's sent you three : 
He canna wait your love langer, 
And for your sake he'll dee.** 



*^ Gae bid him bake bis 

And brew his bridal ale ; 
And I sail meet bios at M ary^9> Uris, 
Lang, lang ere it be stale." 

The ladie's gane to her chamber. 
And a moumfu* woman was she ; 

As gin she had.tane a sudUcB brash. 
And were about to die.^ 



" A boon, a boon, my flufacr 
A boon I beg of thee !** 

*' Ask not that paugbty 8ootti8ii.lord, 
For him you ne'er stiaM see : 
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'' IBut for your honest asking ehe^ 

Weel granted it shall be." 
" Then gin I die in Southern land. 

In Scotland bury me. 

*' And the first kirk that ye come to, 
Ye*s gar the mass be sung ; 
And the next kirk that ye come to^ 
Ye*s gar the bells Iw raag ; 

" And when ye. come to St Mary^akiik^ 
Ye*s tarry there till nightu'* 
And so her father pledg*d his word. 
And 8» bis promise plight. 

She*8 ta'en her to her bigly bewer^ 

As fast as she could fare ; 
And she has drank a sleepy draught 

That she had mix'd wi' care— 

And pale, pale^ grew her rosyi cfaeekr 

That was sae height of bke ; 
And she seera'd to be as surely dead 

As any one could be* 

Then spake her em^ stefMmanie, 

Take ye the burning lead». 
And drap a drap on her bosom, 

To try if she be dead. 

They took a drap o' beiliog-lead,. 
liiey drap*d it on her breast : 
" Alas ! alas !" her father cried, 
She*s dead without the priest.** 



(( 



She neither chatter'd wi* her teeth. 
Nor shiver*d wi* he« chin: 
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«Alas! abs!" bar father cried, 
" niere is oae breath within.** 

Then up arose her levcn brethren. 

And hew*d to her a bier ; 
Tliey hew*d it frae the solid aik. 

Laid it o*er wi* mbrer clear. 

Then up and gat her seven sisters, 

And sew'd to her a kell ; 
And erery steek that they put in 

Sew*d to a siUer beU. 

The first Soots kirk that they came to^ 

They gar*d the bells be rung ; 
The next Soots kirk that tbey came to, 

They gar'd the mass be sung. 

But when they came to St Mary*s kirk. 
There stood spearmen all on a raw ; 

And up and started Lord William, 
The chiefitain amang them a*. 

** Set down, set down the bier," he said ; 
" Let me look her upon :** 
But as soon as Lord William touch'd her ha« 
Her colour began to come. 

She brightened like the lily. 
Till her pale colour was gone ; 

With rosy cheek, and ruby lip» 
She smird her love upon. 

** A morsel of your bread, my lord. 
And one glass of your wine ; 
For>I hae fasted three lang days, 
All for your sake and mine» 
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^ Oae faame, gae bamei my se^en batdd broUiers ! 
Gae hame, and blaw your horn ! 
J trow ye wad bae gi*en me the skaith, 
But IWe gi*en you the scorn. 

• Commend me to my grey father, 

That wish*d my soul gude rest ; 
Sut wae be to my cruel step-dame^ 
Gar*d bum me on the breast'* 

* Afa, woe to you, you light woman ! 

An ill death may you die ! 
For we left father and sisters at hame 
Breaking their hearts for thee.'* 



**> iDAM BELJL, CLYM OF THE CX.OU6H| ANI> 
^ WILLIAM OF CLOUDESLY.* 

M. AKOXTMOVS. 

,, iKrV Mbkbt it was in the green forest, 
Amang the leaves green, 
When as men hunt east and west 
With bows and arrows keen, 

To.raise the deer out of their den ; 

Such sights hath oft been seen ; 
As by three yeomen of the north countrie, 

By them it is I mean. 

« The heroes of this Ballad were famous freebooters, con. 
tempcNrary with Robin Hood.— £<{. 
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The one of tbem higbt Adam Bell* 
The other Ciym of the Clougb, 

The tbund was William of Cloi^esly, 
Ad archer good eaov^h. 

They were outIaw*d for voniaoo, 

Thete yeomen every one ; 
They swore tbem brethren 4ipoO'a day. 

To English wood for to gone* 

NoW lith and listen, gentlemen, 
That of mirth love to bear : 

Two of tbem were single men, 
The third had a wedded ^eie^ 

William was the wedded man. 
Much more then was his care : 

He said to bis brethren upon a day, 
To Carlisle he would fare, 

For to Sfieak with fair Alice his wife, 
And with Itis children three. 

By my troth, said Adam Bell, 
Not by the counsel of me : 

For if ye go toCarlisle, brother. 
And from this wild will wend. 

If that the justice' may you take, 
Your life were at an ond. 

If that I come not to-morrow, brother. 

By prime, to you again. 
Trust you then that I am taken, 

Or else that I am slain. 

He took his leave of bis brethren two, 
And to Carlisle he is gone : 
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There he knocked at bia own window 
Shortly and enon. 

Inhere be you, fair Alice, he said, 

My wife and children three ? 
Lightly let in thine own husband, 

William of Cloudesly. 

Alas ! then said fair AHce, 

And sighed wondrous sore, 
Xhis place hath been beset for you 

This half-a^year and more. 

Now I am here, said Cloudesly— 

I would that in I were ; 
Now fetch us meat and drink enough^ 

And let us make good cheer. 

She fetch'd him meat and drink plenty^ 

Like a true wedded wife ; 
And pleased him with what she had» 

Whom she lov'd.a8 her life. 

There lay an old wife in that place, 

A little beside the fire. 
Which William had.found of charity 

More than seven year. 

Up she rose, and forth she goes^ 

111 mote she^speed therefore ; 
For she had set no foot on ground 

In seven years before. 

She went unto the justice hall 

As fast as she could hie : 
This night, she said, is come to town 

William of Cloudesly* 
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Hiereof tbe jiutioe was fiill fun, 

And so was the sheriff also : 
Thou sbalt not travel hither, dame, for nought, 

Thy meed thou shalt have ere tboo ga 

They gave to her a right good gown 

Of scarlet, ' and of graioe :' 
She took the gifr, and home she went; 

And coach*d her down aj^un. 

They rais*d the town of merry Carlkie 

In all the haste they can $ 
And came thronging to William's house 

As £Bist as they might gone. 

There they beset tiiat good yeoman 

Round about tfn every side ; 
William heard great noise of folks, 

That.hitherwaid last hied. 

Alice open*d a back window, 

And looked all about ; 
She was *ware of the justice and sheriff both, 

With them a full greal rout. 

Alas ! treason, said Alic^ 

Ever wo may thou be ! 
Go into my chamber, my husband, she said. 

Sweet William of Cloudesly. 

He took his sword and his buoklery 
His bow and his children thre^ 

And went into his strong chamber. 
Where he thought surest to he» 

Fair Alice, lik»a lover true^ 
Took a poU-aze in her haikl ; 
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Said she, he shall die that cometh in 
This door while I may stand. 

Cloudesly bent a right good bow. 

That was of a trusty tree ; 
He smote the justice on the breast^ 

That his arrow burst in three. 

A curse on his heart, said William, 

This day thy coat did on ! 
If it had been, no better thaa mine^ 

It had gone near thy bone. 

Yield thee, Cloudesly, said the justice, 
And thy bow and arrows thee fro*. 

A curse on his heart, said Mr Alices 
That my husband counselleth so. 

Set fire on the house, said the sheri£^ 

Sitfa it win no better be, 
And bum we therein William, he said, , 

And his wife and children three. 

Have you here my treasure, said William, 

My wife and my children three : 
Foe Christ's love do them no liann, 

But wreck you all on me ! 

William he shot so wondrous well. 

Till his arrows were all agoe ; 
And the fire so &st upon him fell. 

That laa bowatiing burnt in two^ 

The sparkles burnt and fell upon 

Good William of Cloudesly ; 
Then was he a wolbl man, and said. 

This b a cowardfa death to me» 



ate THE COMMON.VLACE BOOK 

Lever bad I, said William, 

With my sword in the rout to rin. 

Than here among mine enemies wud 
Thus cruelly to bren. 

He took his sword and his buckler. 

And among them all he ran, 
Where the people were most in press 

He smote down many a man. 

lliere micbt no man abide his strokes. 

So fiercely on tbem he ran : 
Then they threw windows and doors on him. 

And so took that good yeoman. 

There they him bound both hand and foot. 
And in a deep dungeon him cast : 

Now, Cloudesly, said the justice^ 
Thou shall be hang*d in baste. 

A pair of new gallows, said the dieriff^ 

Now shall I for thee make ; 
And the gates of Carlisle shall be shut : 

No man shall come in thereat. 

Then shall not^help thee Clym of the Cloogfa, 

Nor yet shall Adam Bell, 
Tliough they come with a thousand mo^ 

Nor all the devils in heU. 

Early in the morning the justi(» uprose^ 
And to the gates first can he gon^ 

And commanded to be shut full dose 
Lightlie every one. 

Then went he to the market-place. 
As fast as he could hie ; 
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There a pair of new gallows he set up 
JBeside the pillory. 

A little boy among them ask'd, 

What mean'd that gallow-tree ? 
They said, to hang a good yeoman, 

CaU*d William of Qoudesly. 

That little boy was the town swine-herd, 

And kept foir Alice's swine ; 
Oft he had seen William in the wood. 

And given him there to dine. 

He went out at a crevice of the vrall, 
And lightly to the wood did gone ; 

There met he with these wight yeomen 
Shortly and anon. 

Alas ! then said that little boy, 

Te tarry here all too long ; 
Cloudesly is taken, and doom*d to death, 

And ready for to hang. 

Alas! then said good Adam Bell, 

That ever we saw this day ! 
He had better haye tarried here with us, 

So oft as we did him pray. 

He might have dwelt in green forest, 

Under the shadow's sheen, 
And have kept both him and us at rest. 

Out of all trouble and teen. 

Adam bent a right good bow, 

A great hart soon he had slain : 
Take that, child, he said, to thy dinner, 

And bring me mine arrow again. 
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Now go we benoe, «aid this wigbty 

Tarry we no longer here; 
We shall him borrow, by God his graces 

Though we buy it f idl dear. 

To Carlisle went these bold y o ome n , 
All in a mpming of May«— 

Here is a fyt* of Cloudesly, 
And another is for to say. 



Ann when they came to merry Carlisle^ 

All in the morning tide, 
They found the gales shut them until, 

About on every side. 

Alas ! then said good Adam Bell, 
That ever we were made men ! 

These gates be shot so wondrous ikst, 
We may not come therein. 

Then bespake him Clym of the Clougb, 
With a wile we will us in bring ; 

Let us say we be messengers 
Straight come now from oar Ung. 

Adam said, I have a letter writteiv 

Now let us wisely work, 
We will say we have the king's seal, 

I hold the porter no clerk. 

Then Adam Bell beat on the gates 
With strokes great and strong ; 

« Firt of a song. 
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Tbe pertecmtfrveird who was thereat, 
And to'thcsm be hied 'along. 

^Who*i8 there, now^ said the porter, 

That makes all this knocking ? 
Ttro messengers, quoth Clym of the Clough, 

And straight come from our king. 

"We have a letter, said Adam Bell, 

To the justice we must it bring ; 
I/et us in our message to do, 

And return again to the king. 

There cometh none in, the porter he said. 

By him that died on a tree ! 
mi a false thief be iairly hang'd, 

Call'd William of Cloudesly. 

Then spake tbe good yeoman, Clymof tbeCSlough, 

And swore by Mary free— 
And if that we stand long without, 

Like a thief hang*d shalt thou be. 

JjO ! here we have the king's seal ; 

What, lurden, art thou wud ? 
The porter ween*d it had Ijeen so. 

And lightly did aff his hood. 

Welcome is my lord's seal, he said. 

For that ye shall come in ; 
He opened the gate full shortly, 

An evil opening for him. 

Now are we in, said Adam Bell, 

Whereof we are full fain ; 
But Christ, be knows, that berried hell. 

How we shall come out again. 
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Had we the keys, aid Clymof the Cloagii, 
Bi^t well then should we speed ; 

Xben might we come out well enoogby 
When we see time and need, 

lliey caird the porter to oounsely 

And wrang his neck in two^ 
y^iMJ cast htm in a dungeon deep. 

And took his keys him fro'. 

Now am I porter, said Adam Bell, 
. See, brother, the keys are here ; 
The worst porter to merry Carlisle 
Hiat they had this hunder year. 

And now will we pur bows bend. 

Into the town^will we go. 
For to deliver our dear brother. 

That lieth in.care and wo. 

Then they bent their good yew bows. 
And look*d their strings were round, 

The market-place in merry Carlisle, 
There they took up their stand. 

And as they looked them round about, 
A pair of new gallows they see, 

And the justice with a quest of squires, 
That judg*d William hang*d to be. 

And Cloudesly lay there in a cart, 
Fast bound both foot and hand ; 

And a strong rope about his neck. 
All reedy for to hang. 

The justice caird to him a lad, 

Cloudesly*s clothes he should have, 
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To take the mewiure of that yeoman, 
Thereafter to make his grave. 

I have seen as great marvel, said Cloudesly, 

As, between this and prime, 
He that maketh a gmve for me, 

Himself may lie therein. 

Thou speakest proudly, said the justice,. 

I will thee hang with my hand. 
Full well heard this his brethren two, 

There still as they did stand. 

Then Cloudesly cast his eyes aside, 

And saw his brethren twain. 
At a corner of the market-place. 

Ready the justice to slain. . 

I see comfort, said Cloudesly, 

Yet hope I well to fare. 
If I might have my hands at will. 

Bight little would I care. 

Then up and spake good Adam Beli 

To Clym of the Clough so free. 
Brother, see you mark the justice well ; 

Lo yonder you may him see : 

And at the sheriff shoot I will. 

Strongly, wiih an arrow keen ; 
A better shot in merry Carlisle 

This seven year was not seen. 

They loos'^d their arrows both at once. 

Of no man had they dread ; 
One hit the justice^ the other the sheriff, 

That both their sides 'gan bleed. 

O 
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AU men avoidad tfMm that UmA Bigby 
When the joalica fall to Iha gt a— li , 

And the sheriff nigh him by ; 
Sitbtt had ba death's mmtd. 

Air the ciiizena fast'gan ^f. 
They durst no longer aMe ; 

Then lightly they loos*d Cloudesly, 
When ba wttb repes lay tied. 



William start to am officer of ^a town^ 
His axe from bb hand ha wtuii|^ 

On each side then he smote them down ; 
He thougbt be tarried too long* 

William said to his bralbveB two^ 

This day let us li^a^or die ; 
If eyer you have need, as I have now. 

The same shaU you fiad 1^ mm* 

They shot so well in tbat tide, 

Ttk&r strings were of silk fall soara^ 

That they kept the streets on every side; 
That battle did long anduve. 

They fought together as faaethfen true. 

Like hardy me&aad bold; 
Many a man to the ground they threw. 

And many abeatt nmde cold. 



But when their arrows were aU gone^ 
Men crowded on ifaco fUfl fasl^ 

They drew their swords then anon, 
And tbcir bows froai thein cast 

They wead ligbtlf oa their wauft 
With swoida aod bodEleft rouod ; 



OF BALLA0. Sis 

By that it waft inid-time of the, di^ 
They made many a wound. 

There waa an ovUiorn ioi Cafliale blown. 

And the bells backward did ring. 
Many a woman said» alas i 

And many theit hands did wrings 

The mayor of Carlisle fbrth coooe wei^ 

With him a full great rout ; 
These yeomen dread him fuU soie^ 

Of their lives they stood in doubt. 

The mayor came arm'd a fuU great pace, 
. With a polUaxe in his hand ; 
Many a strong man with hioB. waa» 
There in that stowre to stand. 

The magror smote aft Clovdesly with his biH, 

His buckler he brest in two^ 
Full many a yeoman with great evil, 

Alas ! treason they cry*d for wo. 
Keep well the gates fast they bade. 

That these traitors thereout not ga 

But all for nou|^ waa theft they wiought. 

For so fast they down were laid. 
Till they ali Uunee that ao maofully fought* 

Were gotten without^ ahcaide. 

Here have your keys» said Adam BeU» 

Mine office I here forsake; 
And, if you do by my counsel, 

A new porter do ye make. 

He threw their keys at dieir heads. 
And bade them wdl to thihe ! 
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And all that letteth any good yeoman 
To come and comfort his wife ! 

Ibna be <faese good yeomen gone to the wood, 

As lightly as leaf on linde ; 
They leugh and be merry in their mood. 

Their enemies were far bdiind. 

When they came to English wood. 

Under the trusty tree, 
There they found bows full good. 

And arrows full great plenty. 

So God me help, said Adam Bell, 
And Clym of the Clough so liee^ 

1 would we were in merry Carlisle, 
Before that fain menye. 

They set them down, and made gqpd cheer, 

And eat and drank full well ; 
A second fyt of the wigbty yeomen. 

Another I shall you tell. 



As they sat in English wood. 

Under the green-wood tree, 
They thought they heard a woman weep. 

But her they might not see. 

Sore then sigfa'd the fair Alice: 

That ever I saw this day, 
For now is my dear husband slain ; 

Alas! and well>a-day. 

Might I have spoken with his jdear brethren, 
Or with either of them twaioi 
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To show itheua what to him befell, . >, 

My heart were oat of pain. 

Cloudesly walked a little .bende. 

He look'd under the green- wood linde. 

He was *ware of his wife and children three. 
Full wo in heart and mind. 

Welcome, wife, then said William, 

Under this trusty tree ; 
Iliad ween*d yesterday, by sweet Saint John, 

Thou shouldst me never have see. 

Now well is me that you be here^ 

My heart is out of wo : 
Dame, he said, be merry and glad. 

And thank my brethren two. 

Hereof to speak, said Adam Bell, 

I wis it is no boot : 
The meat, that we must sup on withall. 

It runneth yet fast on foot. 

Then went they down into a land. 

These noble archers all three ; 
Each of them slew a hart of grease. 

The best that they could see. 

Here have the best, Alice, my wife. 

Said William of Cloudesly ; 
Because ye so boldly stood by me^ . 

When 1 was slain full nigh. 

Then went they to supper 

With such meat as tliey had, 
And thanked God of their fortane ; 

They were both merry and glad. 
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And when Hkmf had mpped wdl, 

Certain wiUuNilai Imm, 
Ckmdeslf nid, we will to our Idof^ 

To get us a choter of I 



AKot iliall be at our tofoaming, 
In a nunnery here bende ; 

My two tons Aall with her go^ 
And there ibey than abide. 

Ifiiie ^dcrt wn thall go wHh Be; 

For bin have you no care : 
And he shall bring yon word again. 

How that we do fiu«. 



Thus be tiiase yeooMn to London gone. 

As fiwt as they uigbt bie^ 
Till they came to the king's palace^ 

Where they would needs be. 

And when Aey came to the king's cove, 

Unto the palace gaAe^ 
Of no man would they ask no leaver 

But boldly went in thenot 

They press'd pnsendy into the hall. 

Of no man had thcrf dread ; 
The porter came after, and did them call. 

And with them began to chides 

The usher said, yeomen, what would yoa fatfc? 
• I pray you tell to me : 
You might tims make officers shent : 
Good Sirs, of whence be ye? 

Sir, we be outlawB of the fbnec^ 
Certain witfaoBten li 
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And hither we he cone to the 
To get us a charter of peaee. 

And when they came before the kuig» 
As it was the law of the land. 

They kneeled doWn whbouten IcMinf, 
And each held up bit band. 

They said, Lord, we benech thee here, 
lliat ye will grant us grace; 

For we haw slain your fat fallow deer 
In mony a sun^ ptece. 



What be your naiei, ibenaaid our king. 

Anon that you tell me ? 
They said, Adiras Bell, Clym of tba Ctoogb, 

And WiUiam of Cloudesly. 

Be you those thievp% then said «iir king, 

That men have told of to me ? 
Here to God I make on avow, 

Te shall be hai^^ all three. 

T« Aall be dead without merqr, 

As I am king of this land. 
He commanded bis offioers every one, 

Fast on them to li^ hand. 

There they took these good yeomen. 

And arrested them all three : 
So may I thrive, said Adam fieU, 

This game liketb not me. 

But, good lord, we beseech you now, 

That ye grant us grace, 
Insomuch as freely we be come to you* 

As freely we miqr ftoBEi you passt 
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Wi(h such weapons as we ha?e herc^ 

Till we be out of yoat place; 
And if we live this hundred year, 

We will ask yoa no grace. 

Ye speak proudly, said the kiog*. 

Ye shall be banged all. three; 
That were great pity, then said the queen. 

If any grace might be. 

My lord, when I came first into this land. 

To be your wedded wife, 
The first boon I should ask, ye said. 

Ye would grant it me belyre : 

And I ask'd you never nmie till now ; 

Therefore, good lord, grant it me. 
Now ask it, madam, said the king, 

And granted it shall bew 

Then, good my lord, I yon beseech 

These yeomen grant ye me. 
Madam, ye might have asked a boon 

That should have been worth them all diree. 

Ye might have asked towera and towns, 

Parks and forests plenty. 
None so pleasant to my pay, she said, 

Nor none so lefe to me. 

Madam, sith it is your desire, « 

Your asking granted shall be ; 
But I had lever have given you 

Good market-towns three. 



The queen was a glad woman, 
And said, Lord, gromeioy ; 
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I dare undevtake tor tlieip, 
That true man shall they bt. 

Bat, good my lord, speak soma merry word, 

That comfort they may see. 
I grant you graces then said our king, 

Wash, fellows, and lo meat go yc 

> 

They had not satten but a while. 

Certain without leasing, 
There came messengers out of the north 

With letters to our king. 

And when they came before the king 
They kneeVd down on their knee. 

And said. Lord, your officers greet yoii weH, 
Of Carlisle in the north countrie. 

How fareth my justice, said the king, 

And my sheriff also ? 
Sire, they be slain without leasing, * 

And many an officer mo. 

Who hath them slain? said the king; 

Anon that tell thou me. 
Adam Bel), Clym of Oie Cloogb, 

And William of Ckwdesly. 

Alas ! Ibr reuth, fjaen said onr kiag; 

My heart is wondrous sore ; 
I had lever than a thousand pound, 

I had known of this before. 

For I have granted them grace. 

And that forethinketh me : 
But had I known alt this beflwe. 

They had been hasg'd all t|iMe. 

03 
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Hie king he open*d the letter anon. 
Himself he read it through, 

And found how these outlaws had slain 
Three hundred men and mo ; 

fUst the justice, and the sheriff. 
And the mayor of Carlisle town ; 

Of all the constables and catchpoles 
Alive were scant left one : 

The bailiff and the beadles both, 
And the sergeants of the law. 

And forty fosters of the fe, 
These outlaws had y-slaw : 

And broke his parks, and slain bis deer, 

Of all they chose the best. 
So perilous outlaws as they were, 

Walk*d not by east nor west. 

"When the king this letter had read. 
In his heart he sighed sore : 

Take up the tables, anon he said. 
For I may eat no more. 

The king he call'd bis best archers. 
To the butts with htm to go : 

I will see these fellovirs shoot, be said. 
In the north have wrought this wa 

The king's bowmen busk them.belyve. 
And the queen's archers also; 

So did these three wighty yeomen ; 
With them they thought to go. 

There twic? or thrice they fthot about, . 
For to essay their hand ; . 
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Xbere was no shot these yeomen shot 
That any mark might stand. 

Then spake William of Cloodesly ; 

By him that for me died, 
I hold him; never no good archer 

That shootethat butts so wide. 

At what a butt now would ye shoot? 

I pray thee tell to me. 
At such a butt, sir, he said, 

As men use in my countrie. 

William went into a field, 

And with him his two brethren : 
There they set up two hazel rods 

Twenty-score paces between. 

* 

I hold him an archer, said Cioudesly, 
That yonder wand cleaveth in two. 

Here is none such, said the king, 
Nor 00 man can so do. 

I shall essay, sir, said Cloudesly, 

Or that I farther go. 
Cloudesly, with a bearing arrow, 

Clave the wand in two. 

Thou art the best archer, said the king; 

Forsooth that ever I see. 
And yet for your love, said William, 

I will do more masterie. 

I have a son is seven year old, 

He is to me full dear ; 
I will bim tye to a stake ; 

AU shall see that be here; 
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And ]aj aa apple upon fait fa«d. 
And go six-score paeet him fto'. 

And I myself, with a broad arrow, 
Shall cleave the apple in two. 

Now baste tbee^ then laid the king; 

By him that died oo a tne^ 
But if thou do not as thou hast said. 

Hanged shttlt thou be. 

An thou touch his bead or ^own, ' 
In sight that men may sce^ 

By all the saints that be in heaven, 
I shall hang you all threes 

That I have pramited, said WOliam, 
That I will never Ibrsake. 

And there, even before the kin^ 
In the earth he drove a stake ; 

And bound thereto his eldest aen. 
And bade him stand still thrrnar. 

And tum*d the child's face him fro', 
Because he should not start. 

An apple upon fata bead he lety 
And then his bow he bent $ 

l^-score paces they were meten. 
And thither Cloudesly went. 

There hci drew out a fair broad arraw. 
His bow was great and king; 

He set that arrow in his bow, 
That was both stiff and atrang. 

He prayed the people^ that wnra tliere. 
That they all stiU would itimd, 
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For he that diooteth §or watk a wager 
Behoveth a stoadfint bamL 

Much people pmyed for Ckmdaijf 
That his life sav'd might be; 

And when he made Mm reedy to thooty 
There was many a weeping ee. 

But Cloudesly deft the ap|de In two. 

His son he did not nee. 
Ever God fiorbid, said die king^ 

That thou shoiddBt shoot at ma» 

X give Hhee eighteen pence a-day, 
And my bow shah thou bear ; 

And o¥er aU the north coimlrie 
Z make thee 



And I thirteen pence a-day, said the queen, 

By God, and by my fay ; 
Gome fetch thy payment when thou wilt. 

No man shall say thee nay. 

• 
Wflliam, I make thee a gentleman 

Of clothing and of fee ; 
And thy two brethren, yeomen ef my chamber, 

For they are seemly to see. 

Yoor son, for be is tender of age. 

Of my wine cellar he shall be ; 
And, when he cometh to man's eitMe, 

Better advanced shall he b& 

And, WiOiam, bring me yon wife^ said the 
queen, 
Ma tongecfa her sore to see; 
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She ibaU be my chief gentlewomaii, 
To govern my nursery. 

The yeomen thank'd them all courteously— 
To some bishop will we wend, 

Of all the sins that we have done. 
To be assMl'd'at his hand. 

So forth be gone these good yeomen. 

As fast as they might hie ; 
And after came and dwelt with the king, 

And dyed good men all three. 

Thus endeth the lives of these g^ood yeomeo, 

God send them eternal bliss, 
And all that with a hand.bow shootetfa. 

That of heaven may never mi ss Amen. 



THE TWA SISTERS. 

AKOKTMOirS. 

Tbzeb was twa sisters liv'd in a bowo', 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie!) 
There came a knight to be their wooer, 

By the bonnie mill*dams o* Binnoriew 

He courted the eldest wi* glove and rtng^ 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie !) 
But he lov*d the youngest aboon a* thin|^ 

By the bonnie miJl-dams o'- Binnorie 

He courted the eldest wi' broach and knife, 
(Binnorie, O Binnorie f) 
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But be lov'd the youngest as bis lifet 
By the bonnie mill-dams o' Binodrie. 

The eldest she was vexed sair, 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie!) 
And sair envied her sister^ fair, 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* BiDiidrie. 

JntiU her bower she coudna rest^ 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie !) 
IVi* grief and spite she maistly brast, 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binndrie. 

Upon a morning fair and clear, 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie !) 
She cried upon her sister dear, • 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie. 

" O sister, come to yon sea strand, 
(Binnorie, O Binnorie!) 
And see our father's ships come to land, 
By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie." 

She's ta*en her by the milk-white hand, 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie!) 
And led her down to yon sea strand, 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie. 

The youngest stood upon a stane, 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie!) 
The eldest came and threw her in, 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie. 

She took her by the middle sma*, 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie!) 
And dash'd her bonnie hack to the jaw. 

By the bonnie.mill-dams o*. Binnorie. 



** O Mter, arter, tak my Imii^ 
(Bimi^rie,OBindrie{) 
And 1*89 mak ye heir to a' m j laodt 
By the koaoie mill-daiBa o' BimiMas. 

** O sister, sisltr* tak my middle^ 
(BiBBoriev O Binnorie !) 
And ye*8e get my goad and my gouden giidle, 
By tba bonnio miM-dams o* BlBB^iia 



** O sister, sister, saf« my liA^ 
(Bianorie, O Bimi^rie !) 
And I swear I'se never be nae man*s mfe, 
By the teoaia miU..d«B0 «* Kmoiia" 

** Fool fa* the hand that I should tak, 
(Binoorie^OBimidrie!) 
It twin'd me o* my wardles mak. 
By the bomiie mill-dams o' Bianorie. 

*< Tour cherry diccks and yetlew hair, 
(Btnaorie, O Binnorie !) 
Gars me gang maiden for evermair, 
By the bonnie mOl-dama o' B&Bnoiie. 
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Somedmes she sank, sometimes she swam, 

(Binnorie^ O Binnorie !} 
Till she came to the mouth o* yon miU-dam 

By the bonnie m3t-daras o* Binndrie. 

O oot it came the miller's son, 

(Binnorie^ O Binndrie!) 
And saw the fair maid soummin in, 

By the bonnie mill>-dams o* 

" O firther, father, draw yovr dam, 
(Binndri^ O Binndrie !) 
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There's diher a mermaid or a swan 
By the honnie mill-dams o' Binndrie." 

You coudna see her yellow hair, 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie !) 
For goud and pearl that was sae rare, . 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie. 

' You coudna see her middle sma*, 

(Binnorie^ O Binnorie !) 
For gouden girdle that was sae braw, 
By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie. 

You coudna see her fingers white, 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie!) 
For gouden rings that were sae gryte, 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie. 

And by there came a harper fine, 

(Binnorie/ O Binnorie!) 
That harped to the king at dine. 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie. 

When he did look that lady upon, 

(Binnorie, O Binndrie !) 
He sigh*d, and made a heavy moan. 

By the bonnie mill-dams o' Binnorie. 

He's ta*en three locks o* her yellow hair, 

(Binndrie, O Binnorie!) 
And wi' them strung his harp sae fair. 

By the bonnie miU-dams o* Binnorie. 

The first tune it did play and sing, 

(Binnorie, O Binnorie!) 
Was, " Fareweel to my father the king, ^ 

By the bonnie mill-dams o* Binnorie.** 
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The nexlieii tane that it plaj'd ^ae 

(Bindrie, O Biimorie !) 
Was ** Fareweel to mymither the queen, 

By the beniiie milUlBme •' BiiiBdrift** 

Hie dHiden tnne that it pl^'d thai, 

(Binndrie, O Biimdrie !) 
Was, " Wae to my sister, fair Ellen, 

By the bomiie miHAme o* Btiwoiifr" 



SIR PATRICK SPENCK. 
AKONTHOirS. 

Thx king sits in Dunfermlin town, 
Sae merrily drinkin* the wine ; 
** Wbare will I get a mariner 
WUl MtU tfau ship o* mine?" 



Then up hespak a bonnie boy. 
Sat JBst at the king's knee, 
" Sir Patrick Spence u the best 
That e'er set foot oa sea." 



The king has written a braid letter, 
Seal'ditwi'hisaiiihaiid; 

He has sent word to Sir FkUiidc, 
To oome at his oommand* 

'* O wha is this, or wha is that. 
Has laid the king o' me? 
For I was never a good <M""tt m| 
Kor ever intend to be." 
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** Be*t wind* be't weet» be*t taaw, bt*t ilect, 
Our ships maun sail Am waanu" 

** Cver alack ! my master dear, 
For I fear a deadly stonn." 

They momked sail on Munendfff mom 

Wi* a* the haste they may ; 
And they hae landed in Norraway, 

Opon the Wednesday. 

They hadna been a month» a ttonth 

In Norraway but three. 
Till lads o* Norraway began to say, 
Ye spend a* our white monie. 



« 



** Ye spend a' our good kingis good, 
But aod our queenis fee." 

'* Ye lie^ ye lie^ ye Iiais loud, 
Sae weel's I hear you lie ; ^ 

** For I brought as much white monie 
As will gain my men and me ; 
1 brought half a ion o* good red goud 
Out-o'er Ifae aea wi' me." 

** Be't wind or weet» be*t snaw or sleet, 
Our ships maun sail the mom*"' 

«' O ever alack ! my master dear, 
I fear a deadly storm. 



«' I saw the b0w noon late yestreen, 
Wi* the auld moon in her arm ; 
And if we gang to aea, mastv, 
I fear we'll sufibr barm.'* 

They hadna sail'd a league on sea, 
A league but barely ane,^ 
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Till anchon brak, and tapmatts lap; 
There cam a deadly storm. 



<4 



Whare will I get a bonnie boy 
Will tak thir sails in band ; 

That will gang up to the tapmast^ 
See an he ken dry land ?** 

Laith, laith were our good Soots locds 
To weet their leather shoon ; 

But or the mora, at fair day-light^ 
Their hats were wat abocm. 

Mony was the feather-bed 
That flotter'd on the faem ; 

And mony was the good Scots lord 
Gaed awa that ne*er cam hune ; 

And mony was the fatherless bairn 
That Uiy at hame greetin'. 

It*s forty miles to Aberdeen, 

And fifty fathoms deep ; 
And there lyes a* our good Scots lords, 

Wi* Sir Patrick at their feeC 

The ladies wrang their hands sae whiter 
The maidens tore their hair,— ^ 

A* for the sake o* their true loves, 
For them they ne*er saw mair. 

Lang lang may our ladies stand 
Wi' their fans in their hand, 

Ere they.see Sir Patrick and his men 
Come sailing to the land. 
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LORD KENNETH AND FAIR ELLINOUR. 

JAMI£SOK. 

Lord KxKirrrH, in a gay momin*, 

Pat on the goud and green ; 
And never bad a comelier youth "^ 

I>on, Spey, or Lossie seen. 

He*8 greatbit him fu* gallantlie, 

Wi* a* his tackle yare ; 
Syne, like a baron bald and free, ■ " 

To gude green-wood can fare. 

The raebuck atartit frae his laur 

The girsie hows amang ; 
But ne*er bis sleekie marrow fand, 

An Kenneth's bow mat twang. 

IFVae out the haslie holt the deer 
Sprang glancing thro* the schaw ; 

But little did their light feet boot, 
An he his bow mat draw. 

The caiper-caillie and tarmachin 
Craw'd crouse on hill and muir ; 

But mony a gorie wing or e'en 
Shaw*d Kenneth's flane was sure. 

He shot them east, he shot them west. 
The black cock and the brown ; 

He shot them on hill, moss, and muir, 
Till the sun was gangin* down. 
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He shot them up, he shot them down, 
The deer but and the rae ; 

And he has scour'd the gude green- wood 

TUl to-faU o' the day. 

The quarry till his menyie he 
Has gien hamewith to bear ; 

Syne, lanelie by the loner's lamp^ 
Thro* ftttfa and Ibll can five. 

And blythe he fiire, and nMrrilie; 

: I wate he tliocbt na lang. 

While o* his winsome Eliinour 
With KgfalBOine heart he tang. 

And weel he mat, for Eliinour 
Had set the bride-ale day ;^ 

And Eliinour had ne'er a feer 
In Bad'nach or Strathspey. 

And as he near'd her bigly bower, 
^^ The ftiner aye he grew. 

The primrose bank, the bum, the bield, 
Whare they had been, to view. 

* And he had pass'd the birkcn heagfa, 
^ And dipt and kist the tree^ 

That heard the blushing Eliinour 
Consent his bride to be. 

And now he ratight the glassto Un, 
•^ And thro' the saugh»sae gvey 

He saw, what kitbed a milk-white swan, 
That there did sport and play. 

Fair sweU'd her bosom o'er the broo, 
As drivvn nmw to see ;— 



OFBAIXAD. 3S6 

He shot— o*cr true to Keantth'i Imd, 
The dMdly flane did flee ! 

A shriek he heard ; and switbe a gnae 
Sank guggltn in the wave ! -^-^ 

Aghast, he ran, he tprang, he wist 
Nor what nor wha to s^ye ! 

But oh ! the teen o' Kenneth's heart, .-— 
What tongue can mind to tell ? 

He drew the dead corse to the stfand-* 
'Twaa Eltinour herseli ! 



TOUNO AIRLT. 

ANONTMOirs. 

It fell in about the Martinmas tiaoe. 

And the leaves were tk*m early. 
That great Argyle and a* his nea 

Came to plunder the bonnie house o* Airly. 

Come down and kiss me^ Lady Ogilvy, 

Come down and kiss aae early ; 
Come down and kiss me, Lady Ogilvy, 

Or there's no be a stan'ing stane o* Airly. 

I winna kiss thee, great Argyle, 

At night or morning early ; 
I winna kiss thee, thou fkuse, fause Lord, 

If there ahouldna be a stan*ing stane o* Airly. 

Buttak me by the milk-white hand, . 
Attd lead me down right hoolia ; 
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And set me ia a dowie, dowie glen. 
That I mayna see the fall o* Airly. 

He has ta'en her by the shouther blade^ 
And thrust her down afore him. 

Syne set her upon a bonnie knowe tafs 
Bade her look at Airly fa*in. 



Haste ! bring to me a cup o* gude wine, 

As red as ony chenie ; . 
ril tak the cup and sip it up, — 

Here's a health to bonnie Prince, Charlie! 

I hae bom me eleven braw sons. 
The youngest ne*er saw his daddie ; 

And if I had them to bear ^ain, 
They should a* gang wi* Prince Chariie ! 

But if my gude lord were here the night, 

As he*8 awa wi* Charlie; 
The great Argyle, and a* his men, 

Durstna enter the bonnie house o* Airly. 

Were my gude lord but here the day. 

As he*s awa wi* Charlie ; 
The dearest blude o* a* tliy kin 

Wad sloken the lowe o* Airly. 



JOHNIE OF BREADISLEE. 

AKOKTUOUS. 

JoHNUi rose up in a May mornings 
Call*d for water to jvaah his bands- 
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** Gar loose to me the gude grue dogs 
That are bound wi* iron bands." 

When Johnie*s mither gat word o* that. 
Her hands for dool she wrang-* 
** O Jobnie^ for my benison, 

To the green-wood dinna gang ! 

<< £neugb ye hae o* the gude wheat-bread. 
And eneugh o* the bluid-red wine ; 
And therefore for nae venison, Jobnie, 
I pray ye stir frae hame.'* 

But Johnie *8 buskt up his gude bend-bow, 

His arrows, ane by ane ; 
And he has gane to Darrisdeer, 

To buAt the dun deer down. 

As he came down by Merriemass, 

And in by the benty line, 
There has he espy'd a deer lying 

Aneath'a bush o* ling. 

Jobnie be shot, and the dun deer lap, 
And he wounded her on the side ; 

But, atween the water and the brae, 
His hounds they laid her pride. 

And Johnie has brytded the deer sae weel, 
That he's had out her liver and lungs ; 

And #i* these he has feasted his bluidy hounds. 
As if they had been Earl's sons. 

They ate sae mueh o* the yenison, 
And drank sae much o* the bluid, 

That Johnie and a* his bluidy hounds 
Fell asleep as they had been dead. 
P 
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And by there came a iiUy auU aaAt, 
And an ill death mote be die ! 

For he*s awa to'Hislinton, 

Where tbe aeTen foresten did lie. 

'* What news, what news, ye gray-beaded tade, 
What news bring ye to me?'* 

« I bring nae news," said the gray-headed cark, 
" Save what these eyes did ace. 
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As I cane down by Merriemaii^ 
And down amang the scrona, 

Hie bonniest childe that ever I saw 
iMf sleeping amang his dogt. 

** The shirt tbait was upon his back 
Was o* tbe Holland sae fine ; 
The doublet which was orer that 
Was o* the lineome twine. 

" The buttons that were on bis sleeve 
Were o' the gowd sae gude; 
The gude graie hounds he lay amang. 
Their mouths were dyed wi* Uaidl" 

Then out and spake the first forester. 
The heid man o*er them a*-— 
** If this be Johnie o* Breadislee, 
Nae nearer wUl we draw,*' 

But up and spake the sixth foreater, 
(His sister*s son was he), 
** If this be Johnie o* Breadislee, 
We soon shall gar him die,' 
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Tbe first flight o* arrows the IbreMen ibot^ 
They wounded him on the knee; 
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And out and spake the teventh forester, 
« The next will gar bim die." 

Johnie set bis back against an aik, 

His foot against a stane ; 
And be baa ^in the seven loresters, 

He faaaskiin them a' bot ane. 

He has broke three ribs In that ane's side, 

But and his collar bane ; 
He*s laid bim twa-fauld o'er a steed. 

Bade bim carry the tidings bame. 

<' O is there no a bonnie bird. 
Can sing as I can say ; 
Could flee awa to my roither*s bower, 
And tell to iefeh Jofanie away ?" 

The starling flew to his mo Aer** window stane, 

It whistled and it sang ; 
And aye the owre^word e' Hie tune 

Was '* Jofanie tarries lang !' 
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They made a rod o* the base! bush, 
Anither o* the slae-thom tree^ 

And monie monie were the men 
At fetching our Jobnie. 

Then out and spake his auld mither, 
And fast bar tears did fa'— 
*' Ye wadna be wam'd, my son Jobnie» 
Free the hunting to bide awa. 

*< Aft hae I brought to Breadislee 
The less gear and the mairy 
But I ne'er brought to Breadislee, 
What grieved my heart sae sair. 
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" But wae betide that silly auld carle I 
An ill death shall he die ! 
For the highest tree in Merriemass 
Shall be his morning's fee." 

Now Johnie*8 gudebend*bow is broke. 
And his gude graie dogs are slain ; 

And his body lies dead in Darrisdeer, 
And his hunting it is done. 



CAPTAIN WSDDBRBURN's COURTSHIP.* 

▲VOMTMOUS. 

Tbe liOrd of Roslin'a daughter 

Wa1k*d thro* the wood her lane; 
And by cafne Captain Weddetburo, 

A servant to the king. 
He said unto his serving men, 

" Were*t not against tbe law, 
I would tak her to my ain bed, 

And lay her neist tbe waV** 

" 1 am walking here alane^*' she says, 

" Amang my father's trees ; 
And you must let me walk alane, 

Kind Sir, now, if you please : 
The supper beU it wdU be rung. 

And 1*11 be miss'd awa ; 
Sae I winna lie in your bed. 

Either at stock or wa*.** 



« ThiB amudng bsUsd, as wdl as aevenl otheis, is, by the 
obliging permiwlon of Mr Jamieaoo, extracted tpmn hb 
excellent collection 'of " Popular Ballade and Songs," pub- 
'ifihed at Edinburgh in 1806.— £A 
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He says, ** My pretty lady, 

I pray lend me your hand. 
And you shall hae drums and trumpets 

Always at your command ; 
And fifty men to guard you with. 

That well their swords can draw ; 
Sae we*se baith lie in ae bed, 

And ye*se lie neist the wa'." 

Haud awa frae me,** she said, 

" And pray let gae my hand ; 
The supper bell it will be rung, 

I can nae langer stand : 
My father he wiU angry be, 

Gin I be miss*d awa ; . 
Sae I*U nae lie in your bed. 

Either at stock or wa*." 



Then said the pretty lady,— 

" I pray tell me your name ?" 
" My name is Captain Wedderburn, 

A servant to the king: 
Tho* thy father and his men were here. 

Of them I*d have nae awe ; 
But tak you to my ain bed. 

And lay you neist the wa*.'* 

He lighted aff his milk-white steed, 

And set this lady on ; 
And held her by the milk-white hand. 

Even as they rade along : 
He held her by the- middle jimp, < 

For fear that she should fa', 
To tak her to his ain bed. 

And lay her neist the wa*. 



Bm look bcr to hk lodgii^hoine ; 
HkbodfadylookMben; 

In Edenbnicii I've tea. 
But sic a lofdjr fiwe as dune 

Inklnofcrmw; 
Gne mak her do«m a doim-bed^ 

And lajr her ncbt Ibe wa V 
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** O hand awa fine ne^'* die ajt ; 
" I praj je let me be ; 
I winna g^ng into your bed. 

Till ye dress me dishes three: 
Dnhes Cfaice ye mann dress to ncy 

Gin I shoold eat them a', 
Albfe that Ilie in your bed, 
at stock or wa*. 



** It's ye mamt gH to mysnpper 

A dicrry withootaelane; 
And ye mann get to my topper 

A chicken wiiboot a bane ; 
And ye maun get to my sapper 

A bird withoot a ga% 
Or I winna lie in your bed, 

Either at stock or wa*." 
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It's when the cherry is in die ffiiry, 

I'm sure it has nae slane ; 
And when the chicken's In die cgg^ 

I'm sure it lias nae bane ; 
And sin' the flood o' Noah, 

The dow she had nae ga*; 
Sae we'll baith lie in ae bed^ 

And ye'se lie neist the wa*.' 



t» 
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** O haud your Umgae, young man/* she says, 

** Nor that gait me perplex ; 
For ye maun tell ne questions yet, 

And that is questions six : 
Qjuestions six ye lell to me, 

And that is three tines twa, 
Afore I lie in your bed. 

Either at stock or wa*. 

'* What's greener than the greenest grass ? 

What hicber than th^ trees ? 
What's waur nor an ill woman's wish ? 

What's deeper than the seas ? 
What bvd sings first? And whereupon 

The dew doth first down fa' ? 
Ye sail tell afore I lay me down 

Between you and the wa'.' 



.» *> 
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Veigrie is greener IhaO the grass ; 

Heaven's hicher than the trees ; 
The de'il's waur nor a woman's wish ; 

Hell's deeper than the seas : 
The cock craws first ; on cedar top 

The dew down first doth fa* ; 
And we'll baith lie in ae bed. 

And ye'se lie neist the wa' 
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**0 haud your tongue, young man," she says, 

** And gfi'e your fleechin* o'er ; 
Unless yob'll find me ferlies. 

And that is ferlies four : 
Fctlies four ye maun find me, 

And that is twa and twa ; 
Or I'll never lie in your bed, 

Either at stock or wa*. 
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" And ye maun get to me a ]^iim 

That in December grew ; 
And get to me a silk mantel 

That waft was ne'er ca*d thro* ; 
A sparrow's horn ; a priest unborn 

This night to join us twa ; 
Or 1*11 nae lie in your bed. 

Either at stock or wa*.'* 

" My father he has winter limit 

That in December grew ; 
My mither has an Indian gown 

That waft was ne*cr ca*d thro* : 
A sparrow's horn is quickly found— > 

There's ane on every claw ; 
There's ane upon the neb o' him ; 

Perhaps there may be twa. 

*' The priest be*s standing at the door. 

Just ready to come in ; 
Nae man can say that he was bon. 

To lie it were a sin ; 
A wild boar tore his mither's side» 

He out o' it did fa' ; 
Then we'll baith lie in ae bed, 

And thou's lie neist the wa*.'" 

Little ken'd Girzy Sinclair, 

That morning whan she raises 
That this wad be the hindermoat 

O' a' her maiden days ; 
But now there's nae within the reahn^ 

I think, a blyther twa ; 
And they baith lie in ae bed. 

And she lies neist the wa\ 
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THE DOUGLAS TRAGEDY,* 

▲N0M7M0US. 

<'Rxsx up, rise up now, Lord Douglas," she 
says, 

" And put on your armour so bright ; 
Let it never be said, that a daughter of Uiane 
Was married to a lord under night. 

*' Rise up, rise up, my seven bold sons. 
And put on your armour so bright. 
And take better care of your youngest sister. 
For your eldest's awa the I^t night.** 

He's mounted her on a milk-white steed. 

And himself on a dapple grey. 
With a buglet horn hui^ down by his side, 

And lightly be rode away. 

Lord William lookit over his left shoulder, 

To see what he could see, 
And there he spied her seven brethren bold. 

Come riding over the lee. 

** Light down, light down, Lady Margaret|** he 
saidy 
** And hold my steed in your hand,- 



* The flurm of Blackhoute, bring part of the Earl of Ti**- 
quair*B estate in SelUrkshire^ ig siuiiKMed to be the aofne 
of the melancholy story of this baUaa. And Doaglaa* JSurn, 
which runs into Yarrow, is thoDght to be the water of which 
the l0vers dnaak.'—£d. 

P3 



316 THE COHMON.PI.ACE BOOK 



UoUl that against your aeren bretfaren boldt 
And your father, I make a stand.' 
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She held his steed in her milk-white hand. 

And never shed one tear. 
Until that she saw her seven brethren fis% 

And her father hard fighting, that she lorM so 
dear. 

" O hold your hand, Lord William," she said, 
'* For your strokes they are wondrous sair ; 
IVue lovers I can get many a one. 
But a father I can never get mair." 

O she's ta'en out her handkerchief, 

It was o* the Holland sae fine. 
And aye she digbted her fistber's bloody wounds, 

That were redder than the wine. 

" O chnse, O chuse. Lady Margaret,*' be said, 

'* O whether will ye gang or bide ?'* 
<* I'U gang, 1*11 gang. Lord Willtara,** she said, 
For ye've left me no other guide." 
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He's lifted her on a milk-white steed. 

Himself on a dapple grey, 
With a buglet horn hung down by his side, 

And slowly they baith rade away. 

O they rade on, and on they rade. 
And a* by the light o* the moon, 

Until that they came to yon wan water, 
And there they lighted down. 

They lighted down to take a' drink 
Of the spring that ran sae clear, . 
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And down khe stream ran his gude heart's blood, 
And sair she 'gan to fear. 

" Hold up,, hold up, Lord Wiliiam," . she says, 

** For I fear that you are slain !** 
** *Tis naething but the shadow of my scarlet cloak. 

That shines in the water sae plain." 

O they rade on, and on they rade, 

And a* by the light o' the moon, 
Until they came to his Ynither*s ha* door, 

And there they lighted down. 

" Get up, get up, lady motho-," he siys^ 
*' Get up and let me in— > 
Get up, get up, lady mother," he says, 
** For this night my fair lady IVe won. 

** O mak my bed, lady mother," he says, 
'< O mak it braid and deep ! 
And lay Lady Margaret close at my back, 
And the sounder I will sleep." 

Lord William was dead lang ere midnight- 
Lady Margaret lang ere day ; 

And all true lovers that go together, 
May they have fnair luck Uian they t 

Lord William was buried in St Marie's ktrk. 
Lady Margaret in Marie's quire ; 

Out of the lady's grave grew a bonaie red rose, 
And out of the knight's a brier. 

And they twa met, and they twa plait, 

And fain they wad be near ; 
And a' .the warld might ken right weely 

They were twa loTers dear. 
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But bye and nde th« blade DouglM, 
And wow but he waa rough ! 

For he pulPd up the bonny brier. 
And flang't in St Marie's loch. 



THE BIRTH OF JIOBIH HOOD. 

O WiLUS*s large o* limb and litb. 

And come o' high degree ; 
And he is gane to Earl Richard, 

To aerre for meat and fee. 

Earl Richard had but ae daughter, 

Fair as a lily flower; 
And they made op their lore-contnct 

Like proper paramour. 

It fell upon a simmer's BJcht, 

When the leares were fair and gieen. 

That Willie met his gay hidie 
Intill the wood alane. 

«• O nanrow is my gown, Wiflie, 
That wont to be sae wide ; 
And gane is a* my fair colour. 
That wont to be my pride. 

« But gio' my father ahould get wovd 
What's past between us twa, 
Beibre that he should eat or driDk, 
He'd hang ^u o'er ^t |ra\ 



« 
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But ye*U cone to my bower, Willie, 

Just as the sun gaes down ; 
And kep me in your arms twa. 

And letoa rae fa* dowa." 

when the sun was now gane down, 
He's doen him till her bower ; 

And there, by the lee licht o' the moon, 
Her window she lookit o*er. 

Intill a robe o* red searlet 

She lap, fearless o* harm ; 
And Willie was large o* lith and limb. 

And keppet her In hit ana. 

And tbey*f e gane to the gude greeiKwoed ; 

And, ere the night was deco, 
She*s born to him a bonny young son, 

Amaog the leaves sae green* 

When Bight was gane, and day was come^ 

And the son began to pee;^ 
Up and raise the Earl Richard 

Out o* his drowsy sleep. , 

He*8 ca*d upon bis merry young men. 
By ane, by twa, and by three ; 
'* O what's come o' my daughter dear, 
That she's nae come to me ? 

i^ I dreamt a dreary dream last nicht, 
God grant it come to gude ! 

1 dreamt I saw my daughter dear 
Drown in the saut sea flood. 

" But gin my daughter be dead or nek, 
Or yet be stown awa, 
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I mak a tow, and I'll keep it true, 
ril bang ye aoe and a*.** 

They sought her back, they sought her fore, 
They sought her up and down ; 

They got her in the gude green«-wood. 
Nursing her bonny young son. 

He took the bonny boy in bis arms. 

And kist him tenderlie ; 
Says^ " though I would your fiither hang^ 

Tour mother*a dear to me." 

He kiat him o'er and o'er again, 
*' My grandson I thee claim ; 

And Robin Hood in gude green-wood, 
And that shall be your name.' 
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And mony ane aiogs o' grass, o' grus. 
And mony ane sings o* corn ; 

And mony ane sings o' Robin Hood, . 
Kens little where he was bom. 

It wasna in the ha', the ha'. 

Nor in the painted bower ; 
But it was in the gude green-wood, 

Amang the lily flower. 
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SKIGBN ANNA ; FAIR ANNIE. 

AirOKYMOUS. 

The reivers they wad a-sttialing gang, 

To steal sae far frae bame ; 
And stown ba'e they the king's daughter, ' 

Fair Annie higbt by name. 

They've carried her into fretnmit lands, 
To a duke's son of high degree ; 

And he has gien for Fair Annie 
Mickle goud and white money. 

And eight years lang o' love sae leal 

Had past atween them twae; 
And now a bonny baimtime 

O* seven fair sons had they. 

That lord he was of Meckelborg land, 
Of princely blood and stemme ; 

And for his' worth and courtesy 
That lord a king became. 

But little wist that noble king, 

As little his barons bald, 
That it was the king of England's daughter 

Had sae to him been said ! 

And eight years lang sae past and gane 

Fair Annie now nay rue ; 
For now she weets in fremmtt lands 

Anither bride he'll woo. 
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F«ir Annie's till his mither gane ; 
Fell low down on her knee ; 
«' A boon, a boon, now lady mitber, 
Ye grant your oys and me ! 

« If ever ye lust, if ever ye blest, 
And bade them thrive and thee, 
O save them now frae scaith and scorn, 
O save your oys and me * 

« 

" Th«ir fiither's pride may yet releot ; 
His mither*s rede he'll hear ; 
Nor for anither break the heart 
Th«t aoce to hiB was dear. 



" He had my love and maiden 
I had nae matr to gi'e ; 
He weU may fa' a brighter bride, 
But nane that lo'«s like me." 

ic A brighter bride he ne'er can fa', 
A richer well he may ; 
But daughter dearer nor Fair Annie, 
His mither ne'er can ha'e." 

That princeas stood her son before ; 
«« My lord the king," said slie, 
«« Fy on the lawless life ye lead, 
Dishonoured as ye be ! 

« It's Antiie's gude, a»d Annie's fair, 
And dearly she lo'es thee ; 
And the brightest gems in a* your crown 
Ifour seven fair sons wad be. 



« Her tore, her Ufe, her maiden fame, 
Wi' you she sbar'd then a.' ; 
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l^oyr share wi* her your bridal bed ; ' • 
Her due she well may fa*.'* 

** To my bridal bed, my mither dear, 
Fair Annie ne*er can win ; 
I coft her out of fremmit lands, 
Nor ken her kith or kin.'* 

And he*s gar*d write a braid letter, 

His wedding to ordain ; 
And to betrothe anither bride 

To be his noble queen. 

Fair Annie up intill her bower 
Heard a* that knight did say : 
** O God» my heavenly Father ! gif 
My heart mat brast in twae !** 

Fair Annie up intill her bower, 
She heard that knight sae bald : 

O God, my heavenly Father ! gif 
I mat my dearest hald !** 

That lord is to Fair Annie gime : 
Says, ** Annie, thou winsome may, 

O whatten a gude gift will ye gl*e 
My bride on her bridal day ?'* 

1*11 gi*e her a gift, and a very gude gift, 
And a dear-bought gift to me ; 

For 1*11 gi*e her my seven fair sons ■ 
Her pages for to be.** 

O that is a gift, but nae-gude gift, 
Frae thee. Fair Annie, I ween ; 

And ye maun gi*e some richer gift 
Befitting a noble queen.** 



C( 
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'* 1*11 gi*e her a gift, and a dear dear-gi^ 
And a gift I brook wP care ; 
For 1*11 gi*e her my dearest life. 
That I dow brook nae mair.** 

" O that is a gift, but a dowie gift; 
Now, Annie^ thou winsome may, 
Te maun gi*e her your best gowd girdle, 
Her glide will for to ha'e.** 

«< Oh na, that gifdle ebe ne'er shall fii'; 
That I can nerer bear ; 
The luckless morn I gave you a', 
Te gk^B me that girdle to wear." 

That lotd before his bride 'gan stand : 
** My noble bride and queen ! 

O n^iatten a gift to my lemman Annie 
Will now bf you be gi'en ?** 

** I'll gi*e her a gift, and a very gude giA^ 
My lord the king,*' said she; 

** For I'll gi'e her my auld shoe to wear. 
Best fitting her base degree. ' 
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'' O that is a gift, but nae gude gift^ 
My noble bride and queen ! 
^nd ye maun gi*e her anither gift, 
If you'll my favour win." 

•* Then I'U gi'e her a very gude gift^ 
My lord the king," said she ; 

" I'll gi'e her my millers seven, that llg 
Sae for ayow tike sea. 

« Wdl art they fed^ well are they elad^ 
And live in heal and wealj 



\ 
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And well tiMy ken to mcMoro out 
The whaat, but and eaneel/ 
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Fair Annie says, '* My noble lord. 

This boon ye grant to me ; 
Let me gang up to tbe bridat bower. 

Tour young bride for to ftee.*' 

** O gangna, Annfte, gangna there, 
Nor come that bower within ; 
Ye nannna coane near that bridal bower, 
W^d ye my Ibvour win.*' 

Fair Annie i» till Ms raitber gane : 
** O lady mither,'* said sh^ 
*' May I gai^ to the bridal bower 
My lord's new bride to see.^ 
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<< That well ye may,'* his mither said ; 
" But see that ye're busked bra* ; 
And dead ye in your best deeding, 
Wi* your bower maidens aV' 
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Fair Annie she's gane to tbe bower^ 

Wi' heart fu* sair and sad ; 
Wi' a* her seven sons her befi>re, 

In the red scarlet clad. 

Fair Annie's ta;*en a silver can 

Afore tbe bride to skink ; 
And down her dieeks the tears aye ran. 

Upon hersell to tbinkl 

The bride 'gam etand ber lord befone : 
** Now speak, and dinna spare ; 

Where is this iSdr young lady hm? 
Whereto greeu she <ae sair? 
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*< O hear ye ii^w, dear lady mine, 
The troth 1*11 tell to thee ; 
It is but a bonny niece of mine 
Fkae far ayont the aea.' 
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" O WMB i» me^ my lord," she says, 
** To bear you say sic wrang : 
It can be nane but your lemman, Annie ; 
God jrade where she will gang !" 

** TheA tUl her sorrow, and till her wae» 
ril tell the. truth to thee ; 
For she was said f rae fremmit lands 
For mickle gowd to me. 
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Her bairntime a* stand her before^ 
Her seven young sons sae fair ; 

And they maun now your pages be, 
That maks her heart sae sair." 



*' A little sister ance I had, 
A sister that hi^t Ann ; 
By reivers she was stown awa, 
And said in fremmit land. 

" She was a bairn when she was stown, 
Yet in her tender years ; 
And sair her parents mourn'd for her, 
Wi' mony sighs and tears. 

" Art thou fair Annie, sister mine ? 
Thou noble violet flower ! 
Her mither never smilM again 
Frae Annie left her bower. 

" O, thou art she ! a sister's heart 
Wanu nane that, tale to tell ! 
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And thera be is, thy ain true lord ; 
God spare ye lang and well !*' 

And gladness ibrough the palace spread, 

Wi* mickle game and glee ; 
And blytbe were a* for ftat Annie, 

Her bridal day to seei 

And now intill her father's bifid 
This young bride she has gane ; 

And her sister Annie's youngest son 
She hame wi* her has ta'en. 



KATHERINE JANFARIE.* 

ANOKTMOUS. 

There was a may, and a weel-far*d may, 

Liv*d high up in yon glen-; 
Her name was Katberine Janfarie— • 

She was courted by many men* 

Up then came Lord Lauderdale, 
In haste, frae the Lowland border ; 

And he has come .to court this may, 
A' mounted in good order. 

He told na ber father; he told fia her mother, 

He told na ane o* her kin ; 
But be whispered the bonnie lassie berael*, 

And has her favour won. 



• This balLid has been thoiigbt the origloal of Lochin- 
vsar^—£d. 
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But out iImb chw Lord JLocUbw, 
Oot frwt the Ei^^iak border^ 

A* Ibr to court this bonnie may, 
Waal BMNittled, and ia 



He tald her ttOm, he taU bcr notbov 
And a* the lave o* her kin; 

Bui be taldna the boooie may benel' 
TOl on bv weddii^ e*ca. 

She sent to the I«td of I«aadeidalc^ 

Gin be wad come and see; 
And he has sent word back again* 

Weel answer*d she should be. 

And be has sent a m e ss e n ge r 
Right quickly through the land. 

And raised mooy an armed man. 
To be at his command. 

The bride look'd out at a high window^ 
Beheld baith 4iale and dowi^ 

And she was aware of her fint true lotvr. 
With riders mony a one. 

She scoffed him» and scorned bim^ 

Upon her wedding day ; 
And said, " It was the faiiy eourty 

" To see him in array !'* 

" O oome ye b«re to figbt^ young lord. 
Or come ye here to play ? 
Or come ye here to drink gude wine 
Upon the wedding di^?*' 

*' I come na here to fight," be said, 
" I come na here to play ; 
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1*11 but lead ft daoce wi* the bonniB bride, 
Then mount and go my way." 

It is a glass o* the bluid-red wine 

Was fiird up them between ; 
And aye she drank to I/aoderdaley 

Who her true love bad been. 

He*s tane her by the railkkWhite hand. 

And by the grass-green sleeye ; 
He's mounted her on behind himaer. 

At her kinsmen <^eer*d nae leave. 

" Now take your bride, young Lochimrar ; 
Now take her if you may ! 
But, if you take your bride again. 
We'll ca* it but foul play." 

There were four-^and-twenty bonnie boys, 

A' clad in the Johnstone gray ; 
Hiey said they would take the bride again 

By the strong hand, if they may. 

Some o* them were right willing men. 

But tbey were na willing a* ; 
And four-and-twenty JLeader lads 

Bade them mount and ride awa. 

Then whingers flew frae gentle's sides, 

And swords flew frae the sheas, 
And red and rosy wA the bkiid 

Ran down the lily braes. 

The bluid ran down by Caddon bank, 

And down by Coddon brae ; 
And said the bonnie bride to benel', 

** O wae's me for foul play ! 
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" Mj blaanng on your heart, sweet thiog ! 
Wae to your wrii^' will ! 
Tbcre*s monie a gallant gentlemaa 
Whaie bluid ye hae garr'd spilL'* 

Now a' you lord* o* fur England^ 
That dwell by the English border. 

Come nerer here to sedc a wife, 
For fear o* sic disorder. 

They'll haik ye up, and settle you bye, 

Till on your wedding day; 
Then gie you frogi instead o' fish. 

And play ye foul fool play. 



YOUNG BEKIE. 

AKOKTMOUS. ' 

YouMO Bekie was as brave a knight 

As ever sailed the sea ; 
And be*s doen bim to the court o* France, 

To serve for meat and fee. 

He hadna been in the court o* France 

A twelvemonth, nor sae lang. 
Till he fell in love wi* the king's daughter, 

And was thrown in prison Strang. 

The king he had but ae daughter, 

Burd Ifibel was her name ; 
And she bas to the prison gahe, 

To hear the prisoner's maen. 
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" O gin a lady wad borrow me^ 
At her stirrup I wad rin ; 
Or gin a widow wad borrow me, 
I wad swear to be her son. 

" Or gin a virgin wad borrow me, 
I wad wed her wi' a ring ; 
rd gie her ha*s, I'd gie her bowers^ 
The bonny towers o' Linne." 

O barefoot, barefoot, gaed she but, 

And barefoot cam she ben ; 
It wasna for want o* hose and shoon, 

Nor time to put them on ; 

But a' for fear that her fkther 

Had heard her makin* din ; 
For she*s stown the keys of the prison, 

And gane the dungeon within. 

And when she saw him, young Bekie, 

Wow but her heart was sair ! 
For the mice, but and the bald rattons, 

Had eaten his yellow hair. 

She's gotten him a shaver for his beard, 

A comber till his heir ; 
Five hundred pound in his pockef^ 

To spend, and nae to spare. 

She's gi'en him a steed was good in need, 

And a saddle o' royal bane ; 
A leash o* hounds o' ae litter, 

And Hector called ane. 

Atween thir twa a vow wad made, 
'Twas made full solemnlie, 
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That, or three yens were eodie end gane^ 
Weel married they should be. 

He hadoa been in's ain coontrie 

A tweWemonth till an end, 
Tiil he's forr'd to marry a di^*s dlMigbtto, 

Or then lose a* his land. 

*' Ohon, alas!** says yonng Bekie» 
V ** I kenna what to dee ; 
For I canna win to Burd Isbd, 
And she canna come to me.*' 

O it fell out upon a day 

Bard Isbel fell asleep ; 
And up it starts the Billy Blin, 

And stood at tier bed feet 

<' O waken, waken, Burd label ; 
How can ye sleep so soun' ; 
When this is Bekie's wedding day. 
And the marriage gun* on? 

** Ye do ye till your mither's bower, 
As fi»t as ye can gang ; 
And ye tak three o' your mother's marys. 
To baud ye unthocht laog. 

" Te dress yoursell i* the red scarlet, 
And your marys in dainty green ; 
And ye put gudles about your middle 
Wad buy an earldoma. 

"Syne ye gang down by yon seaside^ 
And down by yon sea-strand ; 
And bonny wfll the Hollands boats 
Come rowin* till youT' hood. 



OF Ballad. 353 

" Ye vet your milk-white foot on board, 
Cry, " Hail ye^ Domine !" 
And I will be the steerer o*t, 
To TOW you o*er the see," 

She's ta'en her tiU her mither's bower, 

As fast as she oould gang ; 
And she*s ta'en twa o* her mither's marys, 

To haud her onthodit lang. 

She's dmt henell i* the red scarlet, 

Her marys i* the dainty green ; 
And they've put girdles about their middle 

Would buy an earidome. 

And they gaed down by yon sea^side, 

And down by yon sea-strand ; 
And sae bonny as the Hollands boats 

Come rawin' till their hand. 

She set her milk-white fbot on board 

Cried, " Hail ye, Domine!" 
And the Billy Blin was the steerer o't 

To row her o'er the a^u ' 

When slie cam to young Bekie's gate, 

She heard the music play; 
And her mind misgae by a* she heard. 

That 'twas his wedding day. 

She's pitten herhatid in her pock«t, 
Gi'en the porter markis three ; 
* Hae, take ye that, ye proud porter, 
Bid your master spoOc to me." 

O when that he cam ^p the stair, 
He fell low down on his' knee ; 
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He baird the king, and he hail*d the queen. 
And be haiFd bim, young Bekie. 

« O I have been porter at your galea 
This thirty years and three ; 
But there are three ladiea at them now. 
Their like I did never see. 

<* There's ane o' them drest in ted acariet. 
And twa in dainty green ; 
And they hae girdles about thetr middlea 
Would buy ah earldome." 

Then out and spak the bierdly brid«. 
Was a* goud to the chin ; 
" Gin she be 6ne without," she say^ 
«« We*se be as fine within.'* 

Then up it starts him, young Bdue, 
And the tear was in his ee ; 
*« 1*11 lay my life it*s Burd Isbcl 
Come o*er the sea to me.*' 

O quickly ran he down the ttair, 

• And when he saw 'twas she. 
He kindly took her in his arms. 
And kiss'd ber tendertie. 

" O hae ye forgotten now, young Bekie, 
The vow ye made to me. 
When I took you out of prison Mraog, 
When ye was condemn*d to die ? 

« I gae you a steed was good in need. 
And a saddle o* royal bane ; 
A leash o* hounds o* ae litter. 
And Hector called ane*" 
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It was weel kent what the lady said, 

That it was nae a lie ; 
For at the first word the lady spak, 

The hound fell at her knee. 

<* Tak hame, tak hame your daughter dear ; 
A blessing gang her wi' ; 
For I maun marry .my Burd Isbe!, 
That's come o*er the sea to me." 

** Is this the custom o' your bouse. 
Or the fashion o* your land, 
To marry a maid in a May morning, 
Send her back a maid at e'en?" 



SWEET WILLIE OF LIDDESDALE. 

JA.MIESON. 

SwxEi WiLUB, the flower of Liddesdale, 

Has ta'en htm o'er the saut-sea faem, '^ 

And he's doen him to foreign lands, 

And he's wooed a wife, and brocht her hame. 

And mony a may in Liddesdale 

Did sadly sigh to see that tide ; '"^ 

But never a may in Liddesdale 

Was half sae comely as bis bride. 

For lovely-sweet fair "Alice was. 

And bonnie yellow was ber hur ; ^ 

And happy happy (nith she been, 

But his mither wrocht her mickle care. 
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His initber wiocht her micUe eara^ 
And mickle dolour gart her diee ; 

For her youQg baimie maan be bom. 
And licfater can she never be. 

Sad in ber bower fair Alice oJtM, 
And sair, oh, sair sair is her paiD ! 

And sair and waefu* is his heart. 

While Willie mouma o*er her in Taia. 

And he has hied him to his mither. 
That vilest witch o' vilest kin ; 

He says, " My lady has a.girdle^ 
A* diamonds out, and gmid within ; 

** And aye at ilka siller hem 

Hiogs fifty siller bells and ten : 
Oh, let her be lighter o' her young bains. 
And that goodly gift sail be your ain.*' 

** O' her young bairn she's ne'er be lighter. 
Nor ever see an end o' wae ; 
But she shall die and turn to clay. 
And ye sail wed anither may." 

" Anither may. I'll never, wed, 

Anither love I'll never ken :"— • 
But sadly sicht that weary wicht^ 
** I wish my days were at an en' !" 

He did him till his mither again. 
And said,.^" My lady has a steed, 

White as the drift, as raebnck. swift. 
His like's nae in the lands o' Leed ; 

" For he is siller^shod before, 

And he is gouden-shod behin' ; 
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And at ilka tate o' that heme* mane 
Is a goQiten chen and bell ringin*. 

'* And mickle did ye roose bis speed, 
When at the ring he ran sae swift; 
Oh, let her be lighter o' her young bairn, 
And yours sail be that goodly gift* 



» 



** O* her young bairn she's never be lighter, 
Nor ever see an end o* wae ; 
But she sail die abd gae to clay. 
And ye sail wed anither may.*' 

** Ob, mither, art woman's heart ye bear, 
Tak ruth upon a mither's pine ; 
Tak ruth on your ain flesh and blood. 
Nor let her sakeless bwrnie tine : 

** And it sail live your oye to be; 

To cheer your eild in mony a stead ; 
And sain wi' bennisons your truff> 

When in the mools your banes Ave laid." 

*' Awa, awa! for never she 

Or imp or oye to me sail hae ; 
But they sail die aod turn to clay. 
And ye sail wed anither may." 

** O mither« pree'd ye e'er o' love, 
And can ye bid me love again ? 
And can she bi»k her Willie's heart 
For him wha dree'd a mitb«r's pain? 

*^ And can y« thole to IdU your son, 
Your only hope, wi' ruthless rage, 
Syne fa' yourseli like blaatit ire^ 
Widdert wi' cwns, in your age ?" 
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'* AwB, awft ! what blacker cune 
Nor uncomplying tMim can be 7 
O her young bairn she's never be lighter. 
Nor ever an end o' dolour see !*' ' 

Then out it spak the Billy BUn, 

Of Liddes' Lord that aye took eare : 
** Then ye do buy a leaf o' wax, 

And kiauve it weel, and mould it Aur ; 

^ And shape it bairn and baimlie4ike^ 
And in twa glasen een ye pit ; 
Wi' haly water synd it o*er. 
And by the hidy rood sain it ; 

*' And carry it to fair Alice's bower. 
And Ave Mary nine times say ; 
Syne in the Lady Mither's name, 
In Alice* anns the image lay ; 

" And ilka knot and bolt undo 

Fair Alice* bower that is within ; 
And do you to your mither then, 
And bid her to your boy's cbristnin' ; 

'* For dear*s the boy to you he*s been ! 
Then notice weel what she will dae ; 
And do you stand a little forby. 
And listen weel what she will say.* 
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Now Willie has a' bis bidden done ; 

In good time aye he gae wamin* ; 
And he's doen him to his m'ither then. 

And bidden her to bis boy's cbristnin*. 

« O wha has loos'd the nine witeh-kaota 
Atnang that lady's lodka aae fkir ? 
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And wha the kembs o* care ta*en out, 
That was amang that lady's hair ? 

« And wha has kill'd the master kid, 

That ran aneath the lady's bed ? -^. 

And wha has loos'd her left foot shoe, 
And that young lady lighter made?'* 

Then out it spak the Billy Blin» 

As, aye at hand, he harkit near ; ^ 

(And the witch did quake in lith and limb 

The weird o* Billy Blin to hear :) 

« O Willie has loo8*d the nine wttdwknota, 
Amang that lady's locks sae hlr ; "^ 

.And the kembs o* care he has ta'en ou^ 
That was amang that lady's hair ; 

« And he has kill'd the master kid, ^ 

. That ran aneath that lady's bed ; 
And he has loos'd her left foot shoe, 
And his dear lady lighter made : 

*< And thou, the feUest hag on mold, 

A ■toither's name that eVer bnie^ ^» . 

Time ne'er shall slock the fiery iMAigs 
I'll gar thy bmrning heart endure." 



as 



m THE COVIfONJPLACE BOOK 



THE FEDLAa. 

HOGG. 

'TwAS late, late, on a Saturday night. 

The moon was set, an* the wind was lown; 

The lasy mist crept toward the hci^t^ 
An' the dim livid flame gUmmer'd bugii on 
the downe» 

0*er the nmk^Bcented fen thebittera was warping; 

High on the black muir the foxes did how], 
All on the lone hearth the cricket sat harping^ 

An' far on the air cam the notes o* the owL 

When the ladie o' Thirlstane rose in her Bleeps 
An' she shrieked so loud that her maid ran to 



Her een they were set, an' her voice it was deep. 
An* she shook like the leaf o* the aspin tree. 

** O where is the Pedlar I drave frae the ha*. 
That pled sae eair to tarry wi' me?" 

** He's gane to the mill, for the miller sells ale^ 
An' the Pedlar's as weel as a man can be." 

" I wish he had stay'd, he sae earnestly pray'd, 
An' he hight a braw pearlin in present to gi'e^ 
But I was sae hard, that I wadna regard. 
Though I saw the saut tear trickle down fine 
faiseeu 

** But, O ! what a terrible dream I ha'e seeo^ 
The Pedlar a' nuingled— most shocking to see! 
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An' he gapit^ nn' waggit» on' star*cl wi* his een. 
An' he seemed to lay a' the blame upo* me ! 

" I fear that alive he will never be seen, 
An' the yery suspicion o*t terrifies me : 
I wadna ha'e siccan a vision again, 

For a* the pude kye upon Thirlstane lea. 

• 

" Tet wha wad presume the poor Pedlar to kill ? 
O ! Grizsy, my girl, will ye gang an* see ? 
If the Pedlar is safe^ an' alive at the mill, 
A merk o' gude money I'll gi'e unto thee." 

** O ladie, it's dark, an' I heard the dead bell ! 
An' I darena gae yonder for gowd nor fee : 
But the miller has lodgings might sair youisel'. 
An* the Pedlar's as weel as a Pedlar can be." 

She sat till day, an' she sent wi'.feaN— 
The miller said there he never had been ; 

She went to the kirk, an' speer'd for him there, 
But the Pedlar in life was never mair seen. 

Frae aisle- to aisle she lookit wi' care! 

Frae pew to pew she hurried her een ; 
An' a' to see if the Pedlar was there ; 

But the Pedlar in life was never mair seen. 

But late, late, on a Saturday night» 
As the laird was walking alang the lea* 

A silly auld Pedlar cam by on his right. 

An' a muckle green pack on his shoulders 
had be. 



<* O where are ye gaun, ye beggarly lown ? 

Ye'se nouther get lodgings nor fall frae me. 



«> 
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H« tuni'd Ilim about, an* tbe Uiiid itimn doirn, 
An' hia tbroai waa a* hacfcor^d, an' ghastly 
was he. 

Then itraight wi' a found he sank in the ground, 
A knock waa heard, and the five did flee; 

To try lit a prayer the laiid dapped dowi^ 
As flat an* as fear'd as a body could be. 

He faiDtad^-but soon as be gather'd his braadi, 
He tantd what a terrible sight he had seen ; 

Tbe devil a' woundit, an' Ueedin' to death. 
Id shape o* a Pedlar, upo* the mill-green. 



Tlie lady she shriekit, the door it 

The servants were glad that tbe devil was 
gane; 
But ilk Saturday night, when faded the light, 

Near the mill-hoiue the poor bleedin' BadUr 



An* aye when- passengers by were gann, 
A dolefu* voice cam free the mill-ee. 

On Saturday's night when the dock struck ODe, 
Cryin', «0^ Rob Riddle, ha^ mercy on me." 

The place was harass'd, the mill waa laid waste, 
The miller he fled to a far countrie ; 

But aye at e'en the Pedlar was seen. 
An* at midnight the voice cam hae the mfll-ee. 

The'ladie free heme wad never mair budge, 
Frae the time that the sun gaed over the hill ; 

An' now she had a' tbe poor bodies to lodge. 
As nane durst gte on for tbe ghost o* tbe ndlL 
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But.tli9 mioisler there was a body o' skill. 
Nor fear*d.for the devil nor spirit was he ; 

An* he's gaoe awa to watch at the mill. 
To try if this impudent ghaist he could see. 

He pniy*d an' he read, an' he sent them to bed, 
Then the Bible anunder his aim took he, 

An* roiin' an' roun* the mill-house he gaed. 
To try if this terrible sight he could see. 

WV a shivering groan the Pedlar cam on. 
An' the muckle green pack on his shoulders 
had he ; 

But he nouther had flesh, bluid, nor bone, 
For the moon shone through his thin body. 

The ducks they whackit, the dogs they howl'd, 
The herons they shriekit most piteouslle ; 

The horses they snortit for miles around, 
While the priest and the BedJar together 
might be. 

Vfi* a positive look he open'd.his book. 
An' charg'd him by a' the sacred Three, 

To tell why that horrible figure he took. 
To terrify a' the hale countrie ? 

« My body was butcher'd within that mill, 
My banes lie under the inner mill-wheel ; 
An' here jny spirit maun wander until 
Some crimes an' villanies Lean reveal : 

** I robbed ray niece of three hundred pounds, 
Which Frovidenoe suffiir'd me ne'er to enjoy ; 
For the sake o' that money I gat my death's 
wounds ; 
The miller me ken'd, but he missed his ploy. 
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'< Hm noDcjr lies buried on Baldentone-liill, 
Ba— th the mid bourack o' three times tfaiee; 
O gie*t to the ownen, kind Sir, an* it will 
Bring wonderful comfort ao* rett unto me. 

** 'Tis dimwin' to day, nae mair I can my ; 

Mf meaaage I trust, good father, with thee. 
If the black cock afaould craw while I am aiva, 
O, weary, an* weary, what wad come o* me !V 

Wi* a aonnd like a horn awa be was borne ; 
The gram was decay'd when the q>irit hid 



An' certain it is, from that day to diia^ 

The giMMt o' the Pedlar was never mair seen. 



The mOl was repaired, and low in the yiid 
The banes lay under the inner mill- wheel ; 

The boK an* the elwand betide him were hid. 
An* monie a thimble an* monte a aeaL 

Must the icene of iniquity cursed remain ? 

Can this bear the stampo* the heavenly aeal ? 
Yet certain it is, firae that day to tbia^ 

The millers o' Thirlstane ne'er hae done 
wed. 

But diere was an aald mason wha wrou^t at 
the mill. 

In rules o* Pnmdence skilfu* was he ; 
He keepit a bane o* the Pedlar's heel, 

An* a queerer wee bane ye never did see. 

The miller had fled to the Forest o* Jed ; 
But time had now grisxled his haflte wi* 
snaw: 
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He was oookit an' auld, an* his head was tnrn*d 
bald» 
Yet his joke he coa*d break wi' the best o* 
them a*. 

Awa to the border the mason he ran, 

To try wi* the bane if the miller was fey ; 

An* into a smiddy, wi* monie a man, 
He fand him a-gaffin* fu* gaily that day. 

The mason he crackit, the mason he taukit, 

Of a* curiosities mighty and mean ; 
Then pu*d out the bane, an* declar'd there wme 
nane, 
Wha in Britain had ever the marrow o't 
seen. 

When ilka ane took it, an* ilka ane lookit^ 
An* ilka ane ca'd it a comical bane ; 

To the miller it goes, wha, wi* specks on his 
nose, 
To ha*e an* to view it was wondrous fain. 

But what was his horror, as leaning he stood. 
And what the surprise o* the people around. 

When the little wee bane fell a-streamin' wi* 
bluid, 
Which dy'd a* his fingers, an* ran to the ground. 

They charg*d him wi* murder, an* a* the hale 
crew 
Declar*d, ere they partit, the hale they wad 
ken ; 
A red goad o* iron frae the fire they drew, 
An* they swore they wad spit him like ony 
muir-hen. 
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*« O iMad," Hid tiie manio, '^ for hoir can it be ? 
Yott'll find you are out when the trudi I le- 
Teil; 
At fair Thirlitane I gat the wee hane, 

Deep buried anunder the inner mill-whed." 

'< O God," said tfaewretcfa, wi' the tear in his ce, 
** O pilj a ereature laog doom'd to deqiiir; 
A ally aold Pedlar, wfaa bagged of me 

For mercy, I murdered, and buried him 
then!'* 

To Jeddart they hanl'd the anld miller wi* speed, 
An* they hanged him dead on a hk^^ gallow- 



An* qftenoards they in full council agreed. 
That Bob Riddle he richly deserved to die. 

Hie thief may escape the lash an' the rape. 
The liar an' swearer their leather may save, 

Hie wrecker of unity pass wi' impunity. 
But when gat the murderer in peace to the 

grave? 

Ci^t not superst&iony«-4br leason you'll find it ; 

Kor laogh at a story attestitsae weel ; 
For lang ba'e the facts in the Forest been mindit 

O' tbe ghaist an' the baoe o* the Ptedkr's 
heeL 
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ALISON GROSS. 

▲NONTMOUfl. 

O AusoK Gross, that lives in yon tower, 
The ugliest witch in the north countries 

Has trysted me ae day up till her bower, 
And mony fair speech she made to me. 

She straiked my head, and she kembed my hair. 
And she set me down saftly on her knee, 

Says,—" Gin ye will be my lemman sae true. 
See mony braw things as I would you gie." 

She show'd me a mantle o' red scarlet, 
Wi* gouden flowers and fringes fine, 

Says,—-** Gin ye will be my lemman sae true, 
This goodly gift it sail be thine." 

** Awa, awa, ye ugly witch ! 

Haud far awa, and let me be ; 
I never will be your lemman sae true, 

And I wish I were out of your company.*' 

She niest brocht a sark o' the saftest silk, 
Weel wrought wi* pearls about the band ; 

Says,^** Gin ye will be my ain true love. 
This goodly gift ye sail command." 

She show'd me a cup o' the good red goud, 
Weel set wi* jewels sae fair to see ; 

Says,—** Gin ye will be my lemman sae true, 
This goodly gift I will you gie.** 
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" A.wa, ftwa, ye ugly witch ! 

Hftud far aw», and let me be ; 
For I wadna anes kiss your ugly mouth 

For a* the gifts that ye coa*d gie.' 
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She's tum*d her right and round about^ 
And thrice she blew on a grass-green horn ; 

And she sware by the moon and the stars aboon, 
That she'd gar me roe the day I was bom. 

Then out has she ta'en a silver wandv 
And she's tum'd her three times round and ronnd; 

l%e*s mutter*d sic words, that my strength it fiul'd, 
And I fell down senseless on the ground. 

She's tam'd me into an i^gly worn. 
And gar'd me toddle about the tree ; 

And aye, on ilka Saturday's night. 
My sister Maisry came to me, 

Wi* silver basin, and silrer kemb, 
To kemb my headie upon her knee ; 

But or I had kiss'd her ugly mouth, 
I'd rather hae toddled about the tree^ 

But as it fell oat on last Hallowe'en, 
When the Seely Court was ridin' by* 

The queen lighted down on a gowany bank, 
Nae far frae the tree where I wont to lye. 

She took me up in her milk-white hand. 

And she straiked me Uiree times o'er her knee ; 

She changed me again to my ain proper shape, 
And I aae raair maun toddle about the trse. 
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LADT ELSPAT. 
ANOITYMOUS. 

** How brent's your brow, my lady Elspat ? 

How gouden yellow is your hair ? 
O* a* the maidft o' fair Scotland, 

There's nane like lady £Ispat fair." 

" Perform your vows, sweet William," she says, 
'* The TOWS which ye hae made to me ; 

And at the back o' my mither's castle^ 
This night I'll surely meet wi' thee." 

But wae be to her brother's page. 

That heard the words thir twa did say ; 

He's tald them to her lady mither, 
Wha wrought sweet William mickle wae. 

For she has ta'en him, sweet William, 

And she's gar'd bind him wi' his bow-string, 

Till the red bluld o* his fair body 
Frae ilka nail o' his hand did spring. 

■ 

O, it fell anes upon a time, 

That the Lord -justice came to town ;• 
Out has she ta'en him, sweet William, 

Brought him before the Lord- justice boua'. 

** And what is the crime now, lady," be. says, 
'* That has by this young man been done ?" 

" O he has broken my bonny castle. 

That was weel biggit wi' lime and stane ; 
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** And he has broken my bonny coffer^ 
That was weel bandit wi' aiken ban' ; 

And he has stown my rich jewels : 
I wot he has stown them every ane.** 

Then out it spak her Lady £lspat^ 
As she sat by Lord-justice* knee; 

«« ^ow ye hae told your tale, mither, 
I prayt l4>rd-justice, y«*U now hear me. 

" He hasna broken her bonny castle^ 
That was weel biggit wi* lime and stane ; 

Nor has he stown her rich jewels^ 
For I wat she has Uiem every ane. 

** But though he was my first true love. 
And though I had sworn to be hb bride^ 

* Cause he hadna a great estate, 

She would this way our loves divide.'* 

Syne out and spak the Lord-josticey 

I wat tlie tear was in his ee ; 
'* I see nae faut in this young man ; 

Sae loose his bands, and set him free : 

" And tak your love, now, Lady Elspat ; 

And my best blessin* you baith upon ; 
For gin he be your first true love. 

He is my eldest sister's soa, 

*< Tliere stands a steed in my stable^ 
Cost me baith goud.aud white monie ; 

Ye's get as middle o* my free land 
As he'll ride about in a summer's day." 
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THB LADY OF THE TOWBR.* 
BIDDXIX. 

Thk lorely lady left the tower 
When the knight and her father cflme. 

And sat and sang in the green-wood bower 
O* the youth sh^ durstna name. 

'* His locks are black and his eye is bright, 
And hb heart is leal and kind ; 
And oh how dauntless is the youth 
I soon shall ride behind. 

** The dells are deep and the mountains steep, 
But bis steed shall pass them soon ; 
And here the lord o' this heart will be 
By the glow of the midnight moon." 

'* Come hame» come hame, my daughter fair. 
What boots thy lonely stay? 
The night's chill dews will damp thy hair. 
And thy cheek's red waste away. 

'* Come hame, come hame, my daughter dear, 
And dress thysell full fine ; 
For now is the gallant knight come here 
Whose ban' shall soon be thine." 

The lady rose— her cheek grew wan. 
And a; sigh frae her bosom came : 

« This bsllad was never befote pubUahedb— JEtf . 
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For whjr?— I wat her thoughts still ran 
On the youth die dnrstna name. 

The lamp is bright, and the chamber light, 

And the lady's maidens join 
To dress her a' for the stranger knight. 

In her silken robes sae fine. 

And oh the lady's face how sweet! 

And oh her form how fair ! 
The sweetest sang- by minstiel sung 

May never all declare. 

Her hair is like the fitded leaf 
What moonbeams on it play; 

Her eye like the tear of a lover'sgnei; 
Whilk steals the soul away. 

Her bosom heaves like the dou^t li|^t 

On the bonny ummer sky; 
Nor less, I ween, its hue is white 

Where folds the neck-lace bye. 

But tho' the lady's form be Mr, 

And tfao' her robes be fine, 
It may not be for the stranger knight 

That thus they're made to shine. 

And tho' she seem to list the while 

, To all the knight may say, 
It may not be tho' she yield a firaile^ 
But her thoughts are far away. 

The light dies in the Baron's tOwer, 

But the moon is in the sky ; 
And the lady sits in the greeB-^wood bower 

Where the midnight breeses sigh. 
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She deems she hears a charger's treed» 

And listeifs weel the sound ; 
But it only was the leaves that 8tirr*d 

Hingin* her bead around. 

And now she treads the dewy lawn 

In griev'd and anxious plight ; 
But she only hears the sound o* streams 

Far traveUM through the night 

And still she watches weel the path 

Alang the vale see green ; 
But a* is calm and cauld as death, 

And her lover isna seen. 

<< Oh bear me to my father's tower, 
And lay ray head fti* low ; 
For my joy is dead, and my hope is fled, 
And no peace my mind can know. 

** There let me sleep, nae mair to wake. 
Till time bath pass'd away ; 
Ah, could I die for the lover's sake 
Who loves but to betray.' 



«* 



The maid is in her father's tower. 

But oh her heart is sad ; 
In sleep she fain wad pass the hours, 

But slumber far is fled. 

*< Come down, come down, my dmigbiutr dear, 
Come down wi' footstep free ; 
There's ane I wot wi' your sire here. 
Wad rather be wi' thee. 

<* Come down, come down, my daughter fair, 
What boots thy lang' delay ; 
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Come down and name what jewda rare 
Shall grace thy bridal day." 

'* The cypress bough to braid my hair, 
Wi* the weeiHDg willow bound ; 
And the palest flowen o* the forest fiur. 
To strew my hall around. 

** My bridal bed in the cold clay mad&— 
The knell, my bridal glee ; 
And sae shall be your daughter wed^ 
And sic her weddin' be." 

" Say other words^ my daughter dear«« 
Have other words to say ; 
For other ornament and cheer 
Shall grace thy bridal day. 

*< The pipe shall sound, and the dancers bound, 
And princely be tlie fare ;, 
The goud bands bind thy waist around. 
And diamonds deck thy hair.** 

" A boon, a boon, my father dear, 
A boon I beg o* thee ; 
Oh grant, oh grant, my father dear. 
This bridal may not be ! 

*' Oh, what o* gude can e*er betide^ 
Thy daughter thus to move- 
Thus to become the hapless bride 
O* ane she canna love ?" 

*< It canna be, my daugfal^, now : 
Whatever may befall, 
I've pledg*d my troth and honour too, 
And I canna baith recall. 
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** Crave other boon, niy daughter dear, 

Crave other boon o* me. '*— 
'* Then I will crave it even here 

Upon my bended knee : 

*< Oh gnmt, oh grant, my father dear. 
This bridal be delay'd, 
Until the winds o* autumn sere 
Have causM the forest fade." 

*' It may not be, my daughter dear, 

Beg other boon o' me."—- 
*< Then grant even till this little rose 

Shall fa' fme affits tree." 

" Thy form is weak, thy cheek is wan, 
And the tear is in thine eye : 
Before thou ne'er did say me nay — 
I canna thee deny." 

The lady sits by the opening rose, 

In hours o' night and day ; 
An* it seems as if it stole the hue 
^ O* her pale cheek away. 

The page ran light o'er muir an* dale. 

To yonder lordly ha* ; 
But nane on yirth can tell the tale 

O* him that gaed awa. 

His steed he took when the bright sun set. 

Nor stay'd for stock nor stane ; 
But the locks shall be grey on the youngest 
head ' 
Ere he return again. 
R 
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The roae*B leaves are opening wide, 
An* their colour less is hi|^ ; 

Wi* the lady's breath it seems to fade. 
An* it driaks the dews o* her ^e. 

The page ran east, the page laa west. 
And sought the border round ; 

But he that left yon lordly ha*. 
By him could not be found. 

The rose*8 leaves fa* ane by ane. 
She may not them reclaim;^ 

Sae ane by ane her hopes are flown, 
O' the youth she durstna name^ 

** Oh, let my head be lowly laid. 
Be free, my heart, of woes ; 
An* let my early honours fade. 
As faded hath the rose. 

'* Life aught can never bring to me^ 
But wo and wailing deep^ 
An* I long on a clay cold couch to b^ 
An* I long for dreamless sleep.** 

The silver light o* morning bright 
Dawns o*er the green -wood vale; 

An* merrily, merrily pages trip, 
To tell the bridal tale. 

'* Now dress thyael*, my daughter dear. 
An* be thou blythe the while. 
For never agun such seemly pair 
^ Shall grace auld Scotland's isle. 

*< The gouden bands bind round thy wmist. 
Set diamonds in thy hair ; 
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An* do thou now, my child, make baste ; 
We to the kirk repair.** 

" The gouden bands aroun' my waist 
Seem ill but to comply ; 
An* less may fit that band, I ween, 
Wbilk thou*rt about to tie. 

« But the falcon shall rest on the lawn, 
And the lark sleep on the tree, 
£re the bridal curtains shall be drawn, 
Or the canld sheets warm*d by me.*' 

The haly man can tie the band, 

As weel beseems his part; 
The father may bequeadi the hand. 

But who shall give the heart ? 

Alang the vale, on the morning gale, 

Are mirth and music heard. 
And they merrily, merrily tell the tale. 

Of bridal feast prepar*d. 

The lady in her fine array, 

Must to the kirk be led ; 
For the baron*s clans are gathering gay, 

And the bridal feast is spread. 

The lady croBS*d the castle gate, 

Wi* mony in her train ; 
The lady to the tow*r look*d back. 

An* sought to turn again. 

« Oh bid this bridal be delay*d. 
If but one other day ; 
For my hope is fled, and my strength decay'd, 
And I may not brook the way.** 
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*< It may not be, my daughter dear ; 
It now can never be ;— 
The feast is spread, and my yeomen here, 
And they long for bridal glee.' 



>» 



The lady tum*d her cheerless eye 

Along the green-wood vale, 
And whae did she but a youth espy. 

As the mist o* morning pale. 

He came : and even seemM bis speed 

Far fleeter than the wind ; 
He came-~he came on a stately steed, 

As swift as thought o* mind. 

Now whose may be this bridal gay, 

And a* this revelry? 
I come to make not long delay. 

An* I come the bride to see. 

Scarce had he lighted on the lawn, 

Scarcely his armour rung. 
When the bride forsook the brideman's han*, 

An* her arms around him flung. 

" Oh, why sae lang away?*' she cried, 

<• An* why not come before?** 
** My wounds yet bleed,** the youth replied, 

" An* they yet may bleed much more." 

He set him to the castle wa*, 

While his eyes seem*d dartin* flame ; 

And the lady stands at the unarm*d band 
O* the youth she durstna name. 

The bridegroom then his sword unsheathed. 
The lady's heart beat high-^ 
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<< Intruder fell/* the bridegroom said, 
" Thou com'at but here to die.*' 

His weapon fell wi* deadly aim, 

But the youth did that undo ; 
His own upraiB*d— 'it came, and came 

To pierce his bosom through. 

" Now it is meet,** the stranger said, 
*' That thee I thus repay. 
Whose mercenary ruffians made 
My wounds that bleed to-day.** 

The lady shudder*d— strange amaae 

Was in ilk warrior*s mood ; 
Biit nane deem*d fit the brand to raise. 

An* the stranger sternly stood. 

** I cam^na here,*' he said, " to have 
Aught that I deem undue, 
Vengeance on him who vengeance gave, 
An* a heart for. a heart, as true.** 

He took the lady's trembling hand. 

And led her forth anon. 
Said but one word to his charger, " Stand,** 

And lightly she jumpit on. 

" Ho, stay,*'— his foot in ^tirrup stay*d. 

His hand upon the mane— 
** Ho, stay,"-— «lond the baron cried, 

" An* I. charge thee to remain. 

<< I ken thee not, undaunted -youth, 
But thy sword and soul are steel. 
An* thei^ force combin'd, by my honest sooth, 
I shouldna lang to feel. 
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** Hafif A J heart owns softer port, 
An* my hand I give for thiae; 
Nor grieve I that mj daughter's choice 
Has better been than mine.** 

** I gie my hand,** the youth repKed, 

** Thoo|^ fends hae reign*d b e t wee n ; 
Yet now it e*en wi* thine is tied. 
As my firtfaer's aft has been.** 

** Then by my sanl I know thee wed," 
An* the bafon*s heart was fain; 

" An' my bleaaings on my child that thus 
Has made us friends again. 

" An' my bleanngs on thine ain brave heart 
For this that thon hast done ; 
My child an' I shall never part. 
An* my child and thou art oncb 

" Hie knight die less may have oar wail, 
. SiDce tieachenms kinght was he^ 
An' the bard^bat came to tell his tale 
Shall channt our bridal glee." 

Now there is shoots full loud around, 
An* mirth and music high ; 

The braid swords glitter on the ground. 
An* the caps dance in the sky. 

They move along to the sacred plaee^ 

An* the Uidy goes full fain, 
Wi' a lightsome pace an' com^y graee» 

Nor •eolut «o turn again. 

Bridegroom and bride— the knot is tied, 
Full soon the rite is o'er ; 
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The priest, I ween, small need has seefa, 
Where the hearts were tied before. 

And the ha* is loud wi' the bridal crowd, 

And merrily, merrily, round. 
And merrily, merrily, may they trip 

To the music's varying sound. 

And merrily may the wine cups flow 

Till souls be a* on flame ; 
And the bride a secret triumph know 

In the youth she durstna name. 

For time may moye, and fond hearts love. 

An' mony blythe bridals be. 
But a lovelier pair, mair fsithfu* and fair, 

Attld Scotland shall never see. 



PEBLIS TO THE PLAT. 

KINO JAMKS I. 

At Beltane, quhen ilk bodie bownis 

To Peblis to the Play, 
To heir the singin' and the soundis ; 

The solace, suth to say. 
Be firth and forrest futth they found ; 

Thay graythit tham full gay : 
God wait that wald they do that stound. 

For it was thair feist day, 

Thay said, 
Of Peblis to the. Play. 



31/2 THE COMMOK-PI^CE BOOK 

All the wenscfaiB of the west 

War up or the cok crew; 
For reiling thair micbt na man rest^ 

For garray, aod for glew : 
Ane said my curdies ar nocbt prest ; 

Than answerit M^ full blew. 
To get an hude, I bald it best ; 

Be Goddis sauU that is true, 

Qaodscfao, 
Of Peblis to the Flaj. 

She tuik the tippet be the. end, 

To lat it hing scfao leit not; 
Quod be^ thy bak sail beir ane bend ; 

In faith, quod scho^ we meit not 
Scho was so guckit, and so gend. 

That day ane byt scho.eit nocbt; 
Than spak hir fallowis that hir kend ; 

Be still, my joy, and grdt not 

Now. 
Of Peblis to the Play. 

Evir allace ! than said scho, 

Am I nocht deirly tynt ? 
I dar nocht cum yon mercat to 

I am so eyvil sone-brint ; 
Amang yon marchands my dudds do ? 

Marie, I sail anis mynt 
Stand of far, and keik tbaim to; 

As I at hame was wont, 

Qjuodscho. 
Of Peblis to the Play. 

Hop, Calye, and Cardronow 

Gaderit out tbik-fald, 
.With Hey and How rohumbelow ; 

Tlie yoMBg folk were full bfdd. 
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The bagpype blew, and that out. threw 

Out of the townis untald. 
Lord ! sic ane schout was thame amang, 
Quhen thai were owr the wald 

Tbair wesf, 
Of PebUs to the Fby. 

Ane young man stert in to that steid, 

Als cant as ony colt, 
Ane birkin hat upon his heid, 

With ane bow and ane bolt ; 
Said, Mirrie madinis, think not lang ; 

The wedder is fair and smolt. 
He cleikit up an hie ruf sang, 

** Thairjure ane man to the holtt** 

Quod he. 
Of Pebiis to the Flay. 



Thay had nocht gane half of the gait 

Quhen the madinis come upon thame ; 
Ilk ane man gaif his consait, 

How at thai wald dispone thame : 
Ane said, The fairest fallis me ; 

Tak ye the laif and fonne thame. 
Ane utber said, Wys me lat be. 

On, Twedell syd, and on thame 

Swyth, 
Of Pebiis to the Play. 

Than he to ga, and scho to ga, 
And never ane bad abyd you : 

Ane winklot fell and her taill up ; 
Wow, quod Malkin, hyd yow ! 

Quhat neidis you to maik it sua ? 
Yon man will not ourryd you. 
R3 
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Ar ye owr gude, quod 9cho» I saj. 
To lat thame gang besyd jow 

Yonder, 
OfPebUstothePlaj? 

Than thai come to the townis end 

WithoutUn more delai. 
He befoir, and scbo befoir. 

To seie quha was malst gay. 
All that luikit thame upon 

Leuche fast at thair array : 
Sam said that thai were mercat folk ; 

Sum said the Quene of May 

Was cumit 
Of Peblis to the Play. 

Than thai to the taveme hous 

With meikle oly prance ; 
Ane spak wi* wourdis wonder crous 

A done with ane mischance ! 
Braid up the burde, (he hydia tyt) 

We are all in ane trance ; 
Se that our napre be quhyt, 

For we will dyn and daunce 

Thairout, 
Of Peblis to the Play. 

Aye as the gudwyf brocht in 

Ane scorit upon the wauch ; 
Ane bad pay, ane ither said, nay, 

Byd quhill we rakin our lauch. 
The gudwyf said. Have ye na dreid ? 

Ye sail pay at ye aucht. 
Ane young man start upon his feit; 

And he began to lauche 

For heydiot 
Of Peblis to the Play. 
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He gat ane triocheo.ur in- his hand, 

And be began to compt ; 
Ilk man twa and ane happenie, 

To pay thus we war wount. 
Ane uiher stert upon his feit, 

And said, Thow art owr blunt ^ 
To tak sik office upoun hand ; 

Be God thow serrite ane dunt 

Of me, 
Of Feblistotbe Flay. 

Ane dant, quod he, quba't deviU is that? 

Be God yow dar not du*d. 
He stert till ane broggit stauf, 

Wincheand as he war woode. 
All that hous was in ane reirde ; 

Aoe cryit, ** The halie rude ! 
Help us, Lord, upon this erde, 

I^at thair be spilt na blude 

. Heirin, 
Of Feblis to the Flay." 

They thrang out at the doure at ains 

Withouttin ony reddin ; 
Gilbert in ane guttar glayde, 

He gat na better bedd^n. 
Thair wes not ane of thame that day 

Wald do ane utheris biddin. 
Thairby lay thre-and-threttie-sum, 

Tbrunland in ane nriddin 

Of draff. 
Of Feblis to the Play. 

Ane cadgear on the mercat gait 

Hard thame bargane begin ; 
He gaiff ane schout, his wyff came out; 

Scantlie scho micht owrhye him : 
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He held, acbo drew, Ibr diul that day 
Micfat na man see ane styme 

To red thame. 
Of PeUis to the Play. 

He atert to his greit giajr meir, 

And off be tumblit the creilb. 
Alace, qaod scho, hald our gude man : 

And on hir knees scfao knelis. 
Abyd, quod scfao : Why nay, quod he, 

In till his slirrapis he lap ; 
The girding brak, and he flew oH^ 

And upstart bayth his heilis 

At anis^ 
Of Fd>li8 to the Play. 

His wyf came out, and gaif ane scboat, 

And be the fute scho gat him ; 
All bedirtin drew him out ; 

Lord God ! richt weil that sat him ! 
He said, Quhair is yon culrouo knaif ? 

Quod scho, I reid ye lat him 
Gang hame his gaites. Be God, qaod he^ 

I sail anis hare at him 

Yit; 
Of Peblis to the Play. 

Ye fylit me, fy for scbame ! quod scfao; 

Se as ye have drest me ; 
How'feil ye, sdiir, as my girdin brak 

Qubat meikle devill may lest me? 
T wait weil qubat it wes 

My awin gray meir that kest me : 
Or gif I wes forfochtin faynt, 

And syn lay doun to rest me 

Yonder, 
Of PeUis to the Play. 
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Be that the bargane was all playlt 

The stringis atert out of thair nokks ; 
Sevio-suiD that the tulye maid, 

Lay grufiBing in the stokks. 
John Jaksoun of the nether warde 

Had lever have giffin an oz. 
Or he had earning in that cumpanie, 

He sware be Goddis cokkla, 

And mannis baytb, 
Of Feblis to the Flay. 

With that Will Swane come lueitaiid out,' 

Ane meikle miller man ; 
Gif I sail daunce have donn lat se, 

Blaw up the bagpyp than: 
The schamon*8 daunce I mon begin ; 

I trow it sail not pane. 
So hevelie he hockit about^ 

To se him, Lord, as thai ran 

That tyd, 
Of Peblis to the Play ! 

Thay gadderit out of the toun 

And neirar him thai dreuche ; 
Ane bade gif the daunsaris rowme, , 

Will Swane roakis wounder teuche. 
Than all the wenschls Te he thai playit ; 

But, Lord, as Will Young leuche ! 
Gude gossip cum hyn your gaitis, 

For we have daunsit aneuche 
\ At anis 

\^ At Peblis at ih« Play. 

b» ferslie fyr-heit wes the day 

His face began to frekill ; 
Than Tisbe tuik him by the hand, 

(Wes new cuming fra^ th^ Seckill), 
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Allace, quod acbo, quhat sail I do ? 

And our doure hes na stekilL 
And scho to ga « bir taill bryiit ; 

And all the cairlis to kekill 



or Peblis to the Play. 



At hir. 



The pyper said, Now I begin 

To tyre for playing to ; 
Bot yit I have gottin natbing 

For all my pyping to you ; 
Thre happenis far half ane day, 

And that will not undo you : 
And gif ye will gif me richt nocbt, 

The meildll devill gang wi* you. 

Quod be, 
or Peblis to the Play. 

Be that the daunsing wes all done, 

Their leif tuik les and mair : 
Quhen the winklottis and the wawarris twynit, 

To se it was hart sair. 
Wat Atkin said to fair Ales, 

My bird now will I fayr : 
The devill a wourde that scho might qpeik, 

Bot swownit that sweit of swair 

For kyndnes. 
or Peblis to the Play. 

He fissilit lyk one fiMtefless fole ; 

And be still my sweit thing. 
Be the halyrud of Peblis 

I may pocbt rest for greitittg. 
He quhissillit, and he pypit bayth, 

To mak hir biyth that melting : 
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My bony hart bow sajrs the saDg»<— 
" JTioir sail be mirth at our meting 

Yur 

Of Feblis to the Play. 

Be that the sone was settand scbaftis, 

And neir done wes the day, 
Thair men micht heir schriken of chaftis 

Quhen that thai went thair way. 
Had thair bein mair made of this sang, 

Mair suld I to yow say. 
At Beltane ilka bodie bownd 

To Peblis to the Play. 



MALCOLM AND MARY.* 

EIDDKLL. 

From the dead, an* from the dyin*, 
Fa*n an* roun* the valley lyin', 
Malcolm sheath'd his sword, an* sighin*, 

Left the fatal field behind. 
Day nigh gane— chill night succeedin*, 
Far the way-— bis steed slow speedin*, 
Every step his wounds bleed, bleedin*, 

Hope nor joy dawn*d on bis mind. 

In his soul liv*d one endeavour; 
" An,** said he, " ere life be over, 
Oh might I my faithfu* lover 

Ance mair circle in mine arms. 
Well I ween she frantic roamin*. 
Thro* the woods *mid grey o* gloamin* 

« Tbis WM never before published.— £A 
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Anxiously awuts my oomin* 
From the field o* dire aUunu.** 

When he*d reecfa'd the cassel nearly, 
That in mora be left so early, 
There was she he lof *d so dearly 

Wanderin* *neath the moon's pale beam. 
Faitiy mov*d she on— now slow^— - 
Silent DOW — now murmurin* lowly, 
Now, in Irantic melancfaoly» 

Ra,T'd she to the noisy stream. 

Thae were words that much could move ber, 
" Ah, my Mary— come^ my lover, 
And, ere close mine eyes for ever. 

Bless this parting soul o* mine. 
Thy diarms may stem my bleeding bosom, 
Fondly once my arms enclose them, 
Then beneath the wildwood*s blossom, 

Peacefully I'Ol life resign." 

Tender, tender was this meetin*. 

Ilk fond heart elately beatin* ; 

But his life-blood streams were weetin* 

A* her mantle fine an* fair. 
Him his strength nae mair could carry, 
Nor longer now his spirit tarry ; 
Murmurin* once the name o* Mary, 

He his eyes clos*d ever there. 

As the last fond kiss was takin* 
Mary*s powers o* life were quakin* ; 
Mary*s tender heart was breakin*,' 

As she on his bosom lay. 
But one deep convulsive shiver 
Her fiur form and soul did sever ; 
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An' that purer part for ever 
WiDg*d with his its flight away. 

Now the turf, sae green an* flowery» 
An' the hawthorns wild an* hoary, 
Shade the youth of love an* glory 

An* the maid he lov'd sae dear. 
0*er their grave the flowers are springin*. 
Round them wonted echoes riogin', 
An* the happy sangsters singin*, 

Heedless of their rest sae near. 



DICK O* THE COW. 



ANOV7HOU8. 



Now Liddisdale has lyan laog in. 

There is nae riding there at a* : 
Tbeir horses are grown sae Hdder fat, 

They downa stur out o* the sta*. 

ITien Johnie Armstrong to Willie can say, 
Billie, a^riding then gae will we : 

England and us has been lang at a feid ; 
Ablins we'll hit on some bootie. 

Then they're com'd on to Hutton Ha*, 
They rade the proper place about : 

But the laird he was the wiser man, 
For he had left nae gear without— 

Tben he had left nae gear to steal. 

Except sax sheep upon a lee : 
Quo* Johnie, I'd rather in England die 

Ere thir s^\ sheep gae t* Liddisdale wi' me. 
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Bat how ca*d they the man we lait me^ 
Billic^ as we came o*er the knowe ? 

Hiat aame he it an innocent fool, 

And Mme men ca* him Dick o' the Cow. 

That fool ha* thice as good ky o* his ain, 
As ttiere's in a* Cumberland, Billie, quo' he; 

Betide me life^ betide me death, 
These thiee ky shall gae t' Liddisdale wi* me. 

Then they're com'd on to the poor fool's house, 
And they hae brdun his wa*s sae wide ; 

They have loos*d out Dick o' the Cow's three ky, 
And ta*en three oo'erlets aff his wife's bed. 

Hien on the mom, whan the day was light, 
The shouts and cries rose loud and hie : 

O hand thy tongue, my wife, be says. 
And o' thy crying let me be.— 

O baud thy tongne^ my wife, he says, 

And o' thy crying let me be ; 
And aye that where thou wants a cow. 

In good sooth I'll bring thee three. 

Then Dickie's com'd on for's lord and master, 

And I wat a dreirie fool was he ; 
Now baud tby tongue, my fool, he says, 

For I may not stand to jest wi' thee. 

Sbame speed a' your jesting, my lord, quo' Didtie^ 

For nae sic jesting Agrees wi' me : 
Liddisdale's been i' my bouse last night, 

And they hae ta'en my three ky frae me. 

But I may nae langer in Cumberland dwell. 
To be your poor fool and your leal. 
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Unlen ye gi'e me leave, my lord, 
To gae to Liddisdale and steal. 

I gi*e thee leave, my fool ! he says ; 

Thou speakest against my honour and me, 
Unless thou gi'e me thy troWth and thy band 

Tliou'll stral free nane but wha sta frae thee. 

Tbwe is my trowth and my right hattd,*^ 
My head shall hang on Hairibeey—^ 

1*11 ne*er cross Carlisle sands again, 

If I steal frae a man but wha sta frae me. 

Dickie's ta*en leave at lord and master, 

And I wat a merry fool was he ; 
He's bought a bridle and a pair o' new spurs, 

And pack'd them up in his breek thigh. 

Then Dickie's come on for Puddiog-bum, 

E'en as fast as he might drie.— 
Now Dickie's come on for Pudding-bum, 

Where there were thirty Armstrongs and tliree. 

O ! what's this comM o' me now, quo' Diekie, 
Whatmeikle wae*s this happen'd o' me, quo' he ; 

When here is but ae innocent fool. 

And there is thirty Armstrongs and three. 

Yet he's com'd up to Che ha* amang-them a*, 

fioe Weil's he became his courtesie. 
Weil may ye be, my good laird's Jock, 

But the de'il bless a* your compante. 

I'm come to ''plain o* your man, foir Johnie Arm- 
strong, 

And syne o* his biTlie Willie, quo he ; 
How they hae been i' my bouse the last night, 

And they hae ta'en my three ky frae me. 
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Quo* JohDie Armtioiii^ w« will bim hmog; 

Na* then, quo* Willie, we'll bim flae ; 
But np and bespake anither young man. 

We'll gi*e bim bis batts, and let bim gae. 

Tben up and bcipake tbe good laird's Jock, 
The best fallow in a' tbe companie. 

Sit tbj ways down a little wbile^ Dickie, 
And a piece o* thy ain cow's boD|^ 1*11 gi'elfaee. 

But Didue's heart it grew sae great. 
That ne'er a bit o't be dougbt to eat.— 

Tben Dickie was 'ware o* an auld peat-bonse, 
Wherea' tbe nigbt he tboogbt for to 



Tben Didue was 'ware o* an auld peat-bouie^ 
Where a' the n^bt be thought for to ly ; 

And a' the prayers the poor fool pray'd,— 
I wish I bad a mends for my ain three ky. 

Tben it was tbe use of Pudding-buni, 
And the house of Mangerton, all baiil. 

These that camena at tbe first ca' 
Tliey gpt nae mair meat t'.tbe neist meaL 

Tbe lads that hungry and weary were, 
Aboon the door-head they bang the key ; 

Dickie he took good notice to that. 
Says, there's a bootie yonder for me. 

Then Dickie into the stable is gane^ 
Where there stood thirty horses and three; 

He has tied them a' wi* St Mary's knot, 
A* these horses but barely threew ' » 

He has tied them a' wi' St Mary's knot, 
A* these boriM but barely three ; 



(J 
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He*8 loupen on ane, ta*en anither in hand ; 
And out at the door and gane is Dickie. 

Then on the morn, whan the day grew light, 
The shouts and cries rose loud and hie ; 

O ! Where's that thief? quo* the good laird's Jock, 
Tell me the truth and the ▼eritie.— 

O ! Where's that thief? quo' the good laird's Jock, 

See unto me ye dinna lie ; 
Dickie's been i' the stable last night, 

And has ta'en my brother's horse and mine frae me. 

Ye wad ne'er be tell'd, quo' the good laird's Jock, 
Ha^e ye not found my tales fu' leel ? 

Ye wad ne'er out o' England bide, 

Till crooked and blind, and a* wad steal. 

But lend me thy bay, Johnie Armstrong can say, 
There's nae horse loose in the stable but he ; 

And I'll either bring Dick o* the Cow again, 
Or the day is come that he shall die. 

To lend thee my bay, the laird's Jock can say, 
He's worth baith goud and good monie ; 

Dick o' the Cow has away twa horse, 
I wishna thou may make him three. 

He's ta'en the laird's jack on his back. 

The twa-handed sword that hang by hia thigh ; 

He's ta'^en the sceel-cap on his head. 
And on he is gane to follow Dickie. 

Then Dickie wasna a mile afTthe town, 

I wat a mile but barely three, 
Till he's o'erta'en by Johnie Armstrong, 

Hand for hand on Cannobie-lec. 
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Abide, abide now Dickie than, 

The day is come that thou maan die : 

Then Did^ie look*d owre his left shoulder, 
Johnie, has thou any moe in companle ? 

Theie is a preacher in Our chapel, 
And a* the lee lang day teaches he ; 

Whan day is gane, and night is come. 
There's ne*er ae word 1 mark but three : 

The first and second is Faith and Conscience, 

The third, ne*er let a traitour free; 
But, Johnie, w^at faith and co n science hadst thoo, 

Whan thou took my thre^ ky frae me? 

And when thou had ta'en away my three ky, 
Thou thought in thy heart thou was no well 
sped; 
But sent thy billie Willie owre the knowe. 

And he took three oo*erlets aff my wife's bed. 

Then Johnie let a spear fa' laigh by bis thigh. 
Thought weil to hae slun the innocent, I trow; 

But the powers aboTe were mair than he^ 
For he ran but the poor fooFs jerkin through. 

Together they ran, or ever they blan, , 

This was Dickie the fool and he; 
Dickie cou'dna win to him wi' the blade o* the 
sword, 

But feird him wi* the plumet under the ee. 

Now Dickie has fell'd fair Johnie Armstrongs 
The prettiest man in the south countrie. 

Gramercy, then can Dickie say, 
1 had but twa horse, thou has made me thiee. 
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He has ta*en the laird's jack aff his back. 

The twa-banded sword that hang by his thigh ; 

He has ta'en the steel-cap aff his head— • 
J<^Die, rn tell my master I met ifV thee. 

When Johnie waken*d out o* his dream, 

I wat a dreirie man was he : 
And is thou gane? now Dickie, than. 

The shame gae in thy companie.^- 

And is thou gane ? now Dickie, than, 

The shame gae in thy companie ; 
For, if I should live this hundred years, 

I ne'er shall fight wi' a fool after thee. 

Then Dickie's come hame to lord and master, 

£*en as fast as he may drie.— 
Now Dickie, 1*11 neither eat nor drink, 

Till hie hanged thou shalt be. - 

The shame speed the liars, my Lord, quo' Dickie, 
That was no the promise ye made to roe ; 

Foi^ I'd ne'er gane to LidcUsdale to steal. 
Till I had got my leave at thee. 

But what gar'd thou steal the laird's Jock's horse ? 

And, limmer, what gar'd thou steal him ? quo* 
he; 
For lang might thou in Cumberland dwelt. 

Ere the laird's Jock had stawn frae thee. 

Indeed, I wat ye lied, my lord. 

And e'en sae loud as I hear ye lie, 
I wan him frae his man, fair Johnie Armstrong, 

Hand for hand on Cannobie-lee. 
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There's the jaA was on his back. 

The two-handed sword that hang hiigfa by his 
thigh ; 
And there's the steel cap was on his head ; 

I bae a* these takens to let thee see. — 

If that be true thou to me tells, 

I trow thou darena tell a lie, 
1*11 gi*e thee twenty punds for the good horse, 

Weil teird in thy cloak lap shall be. 

And 1*11 gi*e thee ane o* ray best milk-kye 
To maintain thy wife and children three ; 

And that may be as good, I think. 
As ony twa o* thine might be. 

The shame speed the liars, my lord, quo* Dickie, 
Trow ye aye to make a fool o' me ; 

1*11 either hae thirty punds for the good horse, 
Or he's gae to Mortan fair wi* me. 

He*s gi'en him thirty punds for the good horse. 

All in goud and good monie ; 
He has gi*en him ane o* his best milk-kye. 

To maintain his wife and children three. 

Then Dickie came down through Carlisle town. 

E'en as fast as be might drie ; 
The fii>t o* men thai he met with 

Was my lord's brother, Bayliff Gtozenburrie. 

Weil may ye be, my good Ralph Scroope I 
Welcome, my brother's fool ! quo' he : 

Where did thoo get fair Johnie Armstrong's horse ? 
Where did I get him, but steal him? quo* he. 
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But wilt thou sell me fair Johnie Armstrong's 
horse ? 

And, billie, wilt thou sell him to me ? quo' he : 
Ayt and tell me the monie on my cloak lap, 

For there's no ae farden I'll trust thee. 

I'll gi*e thee fifteen punds for the good horse, 
Weil tell'd on thy cloak lap shall be ; 

And I'll gi'e thee ane o' my b^t milk-kye, 
To maintain thy wife and children three. 

The shame speed the liars, my lord, quo' Dickie, 
Trow ye aye to mak a fool o* me ? quo' he ; 

I'll either hae thirty punds for the good horse, 
Or he's gae to Mortan fair wi' me. 

He*8 gi'en him thirty punds for the good horse. 

All in gowd and gocxi monie ; 
He has gi'en hiifi ane o' his best milk-kye, 

To maintain his wife and children three. 

Then Didde lap a loup fu* hie. 

And I wat a loud laugh laughed he ; 

I wish the neck o' the third horse were broken, 
For I hae a better o* my ain, if better can be. 

Then Dickie's com'd hame to his wife again. 

Judge ye how the poor fool sped. 
He has gi'en her threescore English punds 

For the three auld co'erlets was ta'en aff her bed. 

Hae, take thee these twa as good kye, 

I trow, as a' thy three might be ; 
And yet here is a white- footed nagie, 

I think he'll carry baith thee and me. 

S 
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Bot I nmjnae laager in Cumberland 

Tlic AmMtfODgi diey will bang me hie.— 

But Dickie's U*en laam at Idrd «nd master; 
And at Burg|i under Scanmoir tbeie dwells^ 



JBOBIB HOBI^B. 

Fooi. &* the breast fint treason bred in. 
That Uddisdale may safely say; 

For in It there was baitb meat and drink, 
And com unto our geldings gay. 

We were stoutJiearted men and true. 
As England it did often say : 

Bot now we may turn our backs and fly, 
Since brave Noble is sold away. 

Now Hobie he was an Bngliih man. 
And bom into Bewcastle dale; 

But his misdeeds they were sae great^ 
Tbey banlsh'd him to |.iddiwale. 



At Kershope foot the tiyst was 

Kershope of the lily lee : 
And there was traitpr Sim o' tbe Mamtt 

With him a priva^ compenie. 

Then Hobie has gniith*d bis body gay, 
I wat it was wi* baith good iron and steel ; 

And he has puU'd out his fringed grey, 
And there brave Noble he rade him weel. 

Then Hobie is down the water.gane, 
£*en as fast as he may drie; 
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Tfao' they $hou*da-bur8texi and brokon their hearts 
Frae tbiat tryst Npble be would not be. 

Weel may y^Jbe, ipy ftiries five ; 

And aye, what is your wills wi* me ? 
Then they cry*d a* wi* ae consent, 

ThouVt welcome here, brare Noble» t/o we, . 

Wilt thou with ua In England ride, 
And thy safe warrand we will be— 

If w» get a horse worth a hundred pund«» 
Upon.l\i« back fcbat.tbou sbalt be. 

I dare not .with you into England ride ; 

The land-sergeant has me at feid :— 
I know not what evil may betide. 

For Peter of Wbitaeld, his brotber, is dead. 

And Anton JSbiel be lov^ pot me; 

For I gat twa drifts of his sheep:—- 
The great Eai^l of »Wbitfield jlovescne not ; 

For.AQe goar.ftae roe he e*er cou'd Iqe^p. 

But wilt ye stay till the day gae down«-« 
Until the night come o*er the grund, 

And I*U be a guide worth ony twa 
' That may in Liddisdale b^ f uod . 

Tfao* ^i;k the night as pick and tar 

V\l lead ye o*er yon bills fu' hie ; 
And bring ye a* in safety back. 

If you'll be tniei and follow me. 

He's guided them o'er piots and muir. 
O'er hill and boup, and mony a down ; 

Till they cam^ to the Foul-bog-ahie^ 
And tiiere brave Noble be l^hted down^ 
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Then word is gane to the land-sergeant, 
Tn Askirtoun where that he lay,— » 

The deer that je hae hanted lang 
Is seen into the Waste this day.— i 

Then Hobie Nbble is that deer, 

I waft he carries the style fu' hie ; 
Aft has he beat your slough-houods back. 

And sec yoursehres at little fee. 

Gar warn the Bows o* Hartlie-Bum, 
See they sharp their arrows on the wa' : 

Warn Willeva and spear Edom, 

And see the morn they meet me a'.— 

Gar meet me on the Rodrie-haugfa ; 

And see it be by break o' day : 
And we will on to Conscowtbart Green, 

And there I think we'll £^t our prey. 

Then Hobie Noble has dreamt a dream. 
In the Foul-bog-sbiel where that he lay: 

He thought his horse was *neath him shot. 
And he himself got hard away. 

The cocks could crow, and the day could dawn, 
And I wat so even down fell the rain : 

If Hobie bad no waken*d at that time. 

In the Foul-bog-shiel he bad been ta*en or slain. 

Get up, get up, my feiries fiire. 

For I wat here makes a fii* ill day ; 

And the warst cloak of this companie 
I hope shall cross the 'Waste this day. 

Now Hobie thought the gates were clear, 
But ever, alas! It was not sae; 
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They were beset wi* cruel men and keen, 
That away brave Noble could not gae. 

Yet follow me, my feiries five. 

And see of me ye keep good ray ; 
And the worst cloak of this oooipanie 

I hope shall cross the Waste this day. 

There was faeaps of men now Hobie before. 

And other heaps was him behind ; 
That had be been as wight as WalUce was. 

Away brave Noble he could not win. 

Then Hobie he had but a laddie*s sword. 
But he did more than a laddic^s deed ; 

In the midst of Conscowtbart Green 
He brake it o*er Jersawigham's head. 

Now they hae ta*en brave Hobie Noble, 
Wi' his ain bow^^tring they band him sae : 

And I wat bis heart was ne*er sae sair 
As when bis ain five band him on the brae. 

They hae ta'en h|m for West Carlisle ; 

They ask*d him if he knew the way ? 
Whate*er he thought yet little he said, 

He knew the way as well as they.— - 

They hae ta'en him up the Ricker-gate, 
llie wives they cast their windows wide ; 

And ilka wife to another can say, 
That's the man loos'd Jock o' the Side. 

Fy on ye, women, why ca' ye me man ? 

For it's nae man that I'm us'd like ; 
I'm but like a forfoughen hound, 

Has been fighting in a dirty syke. 
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llien they hte ta'en hfui vp throagb Cnlisi^ town, 

And set him by the chfamiey f re ; 
They ga*e braTe Noble a wheat loaf to eat. 

And that was^ little hk desire. 

Then they ga*e hnn a- wbeaf loaf to eat. 

And after that a can o* beer: 
Then they cried a* wi* ae consent. 

Eat, bntm VMe, and aake good cheer 

Confess my bmrs hof»e, Heliie^ they say ; 

And the mora id Carlisle thou's no die. 
How shall I confess them, Hobie says, 

For I navsr saw them with mine eye. 



Then Hobie 1ms sworrt a- fa' great 

By the day that he was gotten or bom \ 

He never had ony thing o* my lord*s, 
That either eat him grtts or com. 

Now five thee weel, sweet Mkngerton ; 

For I think again 1*11 ne'er thee see : 
I wad betray nae lad alire 

For a* the goud in Chrisfendie. 

And fare thee weel now, Liddisdide, 
Baith the hie land and the l aw ' 

Keep ye weel frae traitor Mains, 
For goud and- gear-he'tt sell ye a*. 

I'd rather be ca*d- Hobie NoMe, 

In Carlisle where he snfl^ ftnr hte fiui^ 

Before I were ca*d traitor Mains, 
That eate and drink» of meal and nwilb 
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JOCK O' THE SIDE. 



ANOMVMOVS. 



Now Liddisdale has ridden a raid, 

But I Dtrat they bad b«tter staid at hame ; 

For Mitchell o' Winfield he is dead, 
And my soii Jbhnie is pris'ner ta^en; 

For Mangerton-houSk auld Downie is gane, 
Her. coats she has kilted up to her knee; 

And down the water wi* speed she rins, 

While the tears, in spahs, fa' fast frae her ee. 

Then np and bespake the Lord Mangerton— 
What news, what news, sister Downie, to me ? • 

Bad news, bad news, my Lord Mangerton, 

Mitchell is kill*d, and ta*en they hae my son 
Johnie. 

Ne'er feiftr, sistei* Downie, quo* Mangerton, 
I hae yokes of oxen four-and-twentie,— 

My barns, my byres, and my faulds a* weel fiird ; 
And 1*11 part wi* them a* ei^e Jbhnie shall die. 

Three ifi6ti PU take; to set'hini free, 
Weel'harriess'd a' wi* best 6* stfed; 

The English rogyes may hear, and drie 
The weight o' their braid-swords to feel. 

The laird's Jock ane, the laird*s Wat twa ; 

Oh ! Hobie'l^ble, thou ah^ mauti be; 
THy coat is bliie, thou has beeh true 

Since England banish'd thee to me. 
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Now Hobie was an English man. 

In Bewcastle dale was bred and bcMn ; 

But bis misdeeds they were sae great. 
They banish'd bim ne'er to retuni. 

Lord Mangerton them oiders gne. 

Your horses the wrang way maun a* be shod ; 
Like gentlemen ye roust not seem. 

But look like corn-caugera ga*en ae road. 

Your armour gude ye maunna sbaw. 
Nor ance appear like men o* weir ; 

As country lads be all array'd, 

Wi' braoks and brecbam on ilk mare. 

Sae now a* their horses are shod the wrang way ; 

And Hobie has mounted his grey sae fine, 
Jock his lively bay, Wat's on bis white horse be- 
hind ; 

And on they rode for the water o' Tyne. 

At the Cholerford they a* light down. 

And there, wi* the help o* the light o' the moon, 

A tree they cut, wi' fifteen naggs upo' ilk side, 
To climb up the wa* o* Newcastle town. 

But when they came to Newcastle town. 

And were alighted at the wa'. 
They fand their tree three ells o'er laigh^ 

lliey fand their stick baith short and sma*. 

Then up and spake the laird's ain Jock : 
There's naething for't, the gates wi' maun 
force; 

But when they came the gates unto, 

A proud porter withstood baith men and hone. 
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His neck in twa I Wat they bae wning, 
Wi* hand or foot he ne*er play'd paw ; 

His life and bis keys at ance they hae ta*en, 
And cast his body abint the wa\ 

Now soon they reach Newcastle jail. 

And to the pris*ner thus they call : 
Sleips tbou, wakes thou, Jock o* the Side, 

Or is thou wearied o* thy thrall ? 

Jock answers thus, wi' dolefu' tone : 

Aft, aft I wake— J seldom sleip ; 
But wha*s this kens my name sae weel, 

And thus to hear my waes does seik ? 

Then up and spake the good laird's Jock, 
Ne'er fear ye now, my billie, quo' he ; 

For here's tlie laird's Jock, the laird's Wat, 
And Hobie Noble, come to set thee free. 

O ! baud thy tongue, and speak nae mair. 
And o' thy tawk now let me be ; . 

For if a' Liddisdale were here the night, 
The morn's the day that I maun die. 

Full fifteen stane o' Spanish iron 

They hae laid a' right sair on me, 
Wi' locks and keys I am fast bound 

Into this dungeon mirk and drearie. 

Fear ye no that, quo' the laird's Jock, 
A faint heart ne'er wan a fair ladie ; 

Work thou within, we'll work without. 
And I'll be bound we set thee free. 

The first strong door that they came at. 
They loosed it without a key ', 
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The next dwhi'd door tiist f|iey came a^ 
They gsr'd it a' in flinders- flee. 

The pris'ner now, upo* his back. 
The laird's Jock's gotten up fix* hie ; 

And down the stair, him irons and a*, 
Wi' nae sma speed and joy brings he. 

Now Jock, I wat^ quo* Hobie Noble, 
Part o* the weight ye may lay on me ; 

I wat weel no^ quo' die laird's Jock, 
I count him lighter than a flee. 

Sae out at the gates they a* are gane^-^- 
Hie pris*ner*s set on horseback hie; 

And now wi* speed they've ta'en the gate, 
While ilk ane jokes fa* wantonlie.— 

Oh ! Jock, sae wir(s6m<*lie 's ye ride, 
Wi' baith your feet upo* ae side— - 

Sae weeV's ye're faamess'd, and sae trig. 
In troth ye sit like ony bride. 

The night, tho' wet, they didna mind. 

But hied them on fu' merrilie. 
Until they came to Cholerford brae^ 

Where the water ranlike monntuns fate. 

But when they came to Cholerford 
There they met with an auld man : 

Says, honest man; will the watier ride ?— 
Tell us in haste, if that ye can. 

I wat weel no,' quo* the good old man,— 
Here I hae liv'd this thretty yeirs and three ; 

And I ne'er yet saw the Tyne sae big. 
Nor rioniog ance sae like a sea; 
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Then up and spake the laird's salt Wat, 
The greatest cowaid in the componie, 

Now halt, now halt— we needna try*t ; 
The day U com'd we a* maun die. 

Poor faint-hearted Ihief, quo* the laird's Joek, • 
There'll nae man die, but he that's fie ;-^-^ 

I'll lead ye a' right safely through ; 
Lift ye the pris'ner on ahint me. 

Sae now the water they a' ha'e ta*en. 
By anes and twas they a' swam through ; 

Here are we a' safe^ says the laird's Jock ; 
And poor faint Wat, what think yb now ? 

They scarce the ither side had won. 
When twenty men they saw pursue ; 

Frae Newcastle town they had been sent, 
A' English lads right good and true. 

But when the land- sergeant the water saw, 

It winna ride, my lads, quo* he ; 
Then out he cries, ye the pris'ner may take, 

But leave the irons, I pray, to me. 

I wat weel no, cry'd the laird's Jock,— 

I'll keep them a*— shoon to my mare they'll be ; 

My good grey mare, — for I am sure 
She's bought them a' fu' dear frae thee. 

Sae now they're away for Liddisdale, 
E'en as fast as they cou'd them hie ; 

The pris'ner's brought to his aid ftre-side. 
And there o* his irons they make him free. 

Now Jock, my billie, quo' a* the three. 
The day was com'd thou wast to die ; 



THC COUmOX-TUkCM BOOB, 



ft m wad aft ibjr aia 
Nov uttiD^ I Ibnk, 'tirccn tface aid 

Ihcy hac gpr'd fill op «e fuath-bamlf 

Amd aAcr it ibcj mann hme 
AmI ttaft cfae a^ tbcjr A' hae 

Jmt » tbcj bad baen britbcr and briibcr. 
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t< Hare my tteughts niaod ^ spirit ? 
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" The copsist^nqy qf Fiir^fio\9gy with revealed 
religion must pot be rested here* ^tisnotinerely 
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of mind which corresponds with it in all parti- 
culars.— This work is the produce of a Society 
formed at Edinburgh, and bids fair to do honour 
equally to the science and to the institution/'i— 
London Magazine, 



** We close our account of this Tolume, by 
assuring our readers, that it will make every Phre- 
nologist proud, that it will probably convert many 
unbelievers, and hif^y delight those who remain 
in their unbelief." M BdiaytChirvrgjical Meview, 
March 1824. 
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an illosCretive Plate. A new edition. Price Is. 

VI.— THE ENQUIRER; Refiectiotts on Edu- 
cation, Manners, and Literature. In a series of 
Essays ; by Wiluak Godwin, Esq. Author of 
Caleb Williams, St Leon, &c. Second edition j 
with additions by the Author. ISma 8s. bds. 

VII.— A TREATISE ON BRITISH SONG- 
BIRDS, including observations on their Natu- 
ral Habits^ Incubation, Plumage, &c. With 
an introduction, by Patrick Stmx, Esq. and 
accompanied with 15 coloured Engravings. 8vo. 
.16s. bds.^ — 12mo. ISs. bds.— plain, 9s. bds. 
" The Engravings in this Work have been 
executed with great attention to the true character 
of the subject to be represented ; and are very 
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seen in publications for popular circulation.— The 
style is clear and unaffected ;— 'the arrangement 
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